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HAVING 


urns out you can go on 
a whole roller-coaster 
ride in ten seconds. An 
emotional roller-coaster, 
that is. Bernice, my 
girlfriend, had just made 
the most delicious offer of my lifetime— 
one that made me instantly spring a 
stiffy—then she’d added an addendum 
that caused everything in me to freeze. 
| was stunned and confused, yet still 
turned on. 

What she'd said was this: “Baby, I’ve 
got something to propose to you. | really 
want to have a threeway. Would you be 
interested?” 

She saw the wild grin that stretched 
across my face and took it as an 
emphatic yes. But then she’d said: 
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“Great! | already ran this by Mark, and 
he said he was into it? 

| knew Mark. Mark had dated Bernice 
some while back, and they were still 
friends. | was friends with Mark, too. He 
was a great guy. But he was...a guy. 

Right then, | wanted to dial back 
the conversation to the first part of it: 
Bernice’s lovely proposal, which had 
caused such fantasy images to bloom 
immediately in my head. Two women 
and me in the mix. All of us naked and 
rolling around, kissing and groping. Their 
hands and mouths on my cock. 

| tried to swap in Mark for the second 
fantasy woman, but it was a nonstarter 
for me. 

Bernice was patiently waiting for me 
to say something. We were in her bed, 


SKCONDS 


having Just screwed, and it had been 
terrific. | managed to say, “Let me talk 
to Mark first, OK? To make sure there 
won't be weird feelings.” 

My plan was to later claim I’d gone to 
Mark and decided the vibe didn’t feel 
right. Maybe | could let Bernice down 
easy. 

She was amenable, and | brooded 
about the situation. A threeway was 
number one on my sexual to-do list, 
the ultimate ambition. I'd never had 
one. | imagined a good threesome was 
probably the best sex there was. That 
this lopsided version of one was being 
dangled in front of me—as it were—was 
incredibly frustrating. 

| dutifully went to talk to Mark. We 
met at a quiet café. | stalled for a couple 


minutes, surreptitiously looking him over. 
He was undeniably handsome, with a 
great physique. But | wasn’t excited by 
him. 

He leaned toward me, smiling 
sympathetically, and asked, “You having 
second thoughts about Bernice’s 
threeway idea?” 

At that moment, | was very glad Mark 
was a friend. | let out a long breath and 
replied, “Yeah. | thought at first she 
wanted one with another woman,’ 

“Oh, she’s into that, too. But this time 
she must have her heart set on MMF? 
When he saw my confused expression, 
he clarified: “Male, male, female.” 

| hesitated, then asked, “You ever do, 
uh, MFF with Bernice?” 

“Oh yeah. It was fantastic!” 

| burned with envy, but Mark remained 
sympathetic. 

“Look, there doesn’t have to be 
anything between us-—at all. We can 
both just do Bernie, and she'll dig that. | 
won't touch your junk. But”—he leaned in 
again—“we'd both be naked in the same 
bed. So, you have to be OK with that’ 

| really thought about it. Though 
Bernice’s fantasy wasn’t my chosen 
threeway, there was still something 
naughty and exciting about it. It felt 
adventurous. 

“I'm in? | said, finally getting into the 
spirit of things. 

Bernice had all the logistics arranged. 
We met at her place. In her familiar 
bedroom, she had the right lighting and 
music. | was nervous, but she was ready 
for that. Wearing a silk negligee, she 
padded up to me and laid her soft lips 
on mine. My cock grew automatically 
hard as the kiss lingered. She always 
had that kind of effect on me. 

Next, Bernice flitted over to Mark and 
kissed him, and my hard-on didn’t flag. 
After that, she tossed aside the negligee 
and spread herself out invitingly on the 
bed. 

Mark started to strip first. | admit there 
was a certain peer pressure situation 
going on as | followed suit. But | didn’t 
feel awkward getting naked in front of 
him, even with my cock standing erect. 
His was, too, and | stared at his rod an 
extra beat or two—comparing sizes. We 
seemed about the same. I’d been in 
locker rooms but had never before seen 
another man’s hard dick in the flesh. 


We got in on either side of Bernice. 
Mark put a hand on one of her breasts, 
and her chest heaved against his touch. 
Something like instinctive jealousy 
flashed through me but vanished so 
quickly it might have been a hiccup. 
| realized | was OK with my girlfriend 
being groped by another guy. 

| felt up her other tit, finding her nipple 
as hard as glass. | tweaked it, and she 
moaned ecstatically. | loved seeing 
her turned on. Right then, | knew our 
ménage would be a success. 


“My tongue danced 
over her clit. I 
wanted to make 
her come while 
Mark was fucking 
her face.” 


| rubbed my cock against her hip, 
and she reached for me. Her fingers 
closed around my shaft, and pleasure 
enveloped me. | kissed her, and our 
tongues tangled. She turned away, 
and | next saw Mark’s tongue wrestling 
with hers. Her other hand was wrapped 
around his cock. 

| traced my fingertips over her slick 
pussy lips, and her hips bucked. | slid 
my fingers inside her passage, feeling 
her wet, enclosing heat. Suddenly, | 
wanted to taste her. 

As | moved down the bed, | realized 
how smoothly all of this was flowing. 
There was a wordless understanding at 
play. Not only didn’t Mark touch me, but 
we also both shifted about in such a way 
that it didn't actually seem like we were 
avoiding one another. 

| settled between Bernice’s legs, 
and her satiny thighs rested on my 
shoulders. As | put my mouth to her 
pussy, | noticed Mark had straddled 
her chest. The clenching and releasing 
muscles of his ass cheeks—and my 
girlfriend’s sucking sounds-—told me he 
was thrusting his cock into her mouth. 


| was excited, and | ate her with more 
intensity. My tongue danced over her 
clit. | wanted to make her come while 
Mark was fucking her face. She soon 
gave a muffled squeal, and | felt her 
thighs quiver. | sat up, my lips wet and 
redolent with her orgasmic flavor. 

By then, Mark had swung himself 
off Bernice. He was looking at me 
expectantly. So was Bernice. | surmised 
| was supposed to fuck her first. Mark’s 
spit-wet cock bobbed before him as 
| moved into place. My girlfriend’s 
eyes were blazing, and her face was 
flushed. Our liaison was living up to her 
expectations, | was sure. 

| felt their two sets of eyes on me as 
| slid my cock into her. Far from making 
me nervous, being watched seriously 
turned me on. | sank myself all the way 
in, savoring the slick grasp of her—but 
| found myself looking toward Mark to 
make sure he saw everything. | was 
gratified to see his lips silently working, 
like he was encouraging me. 

| stroked into her, falling into an urgent 
rhythm. The pleasure was intense. 
She rocked under me, with all her 
wonderfully familiar responses. Our flesh 
smacked together loudly. On impulse | 
brought my lips to hers and kissed her 
deeply, still plowing away. | thought | 
sensed the faint taste of Mark’s cock on 
her tongue. 

Bernice’s ex crouched nearby as 
| fucked her. He was no more than a 
foot and a half away, in fact. | admired 
his veiny length. When | realized what | 
was doing and looked back at my girl, 
she was grinning. She gasped, and her 
pussy tightened around my pistoning 
rod. She took me with her into a mutual 
orgasmic reward. | went over the top, my 
cream jetting out as ecstasy suffused 
me. After half a dozen spurts | rolled off 
her, panting. 

Mark took my place. There was no 
vestigial flash of jealousy this time. | 
lay languidly to one side and eagerly 
watched him slide his cock into my 
girlfriend’s pussy. | knew they were both 
aware of me because they’d look my 
way with bliss on their faces. Bernice’s 
eyes still shone excitedly, and Mark 
glanced repeatedly at my cock, which 
was helplessly stirring again. 

He fucked her harder and faster. | 
started cheering them on: “Yeah, fuck 


10 


THREE-FOR-ALL 


< 


~\ 


her deep! Take him all the way!” They 
bucked and rocked crazily at that. 
Bernice let out a howl, and Mark’s 
handsome face clenched. | could tell he 
was unloading into her as she climaxed. 

We lay sprawled on the bed, the air 
heavy with heat and our scents. | felt 
drowsy and aroused and wonderful. 
Bernice got up and announced, “I'll be 
back” | was about to explain to Mark 
that she liked to shower between sex 
rounds. But | realized | didn’t have to. 
He'd been with her already. 

| looked at him. His eyes were halfway 
closed, and his cock lay hard on his 
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thigh. He reached down and took hold 
of his own rod, wrapping his fingers 
around it. Then he said, “Go ahead. You 
do it, too” 

With that, | brought my hand to 
my vein-lined staff, which stiffened 
immediately. | was fondling my cock 
in front of another man, but that didn’t 
bother me at all. | noticed his shaft was 
streaked with remnants of Bernice’s 
pussy juice and his own come. But | also 
sensed the firm masculinity of him as he 
jerked himself. 

He sighed with pleasure, and that 
made me happy. We slowly jerked 


ourselves off as the water ran in the 
shower. Mark and | were looking each 
other in the eye now, pumping harder. 
Neither of us heard the water stop. 
But when Bernice came back into the 
bedroom and spotted us, she said, 
“Don't stop. That’s so fucking hot!” 
Her presence was just what we 
needed. Seconds later, we each 
erupted, shooting out Jets of jizz that 
splashed our hands and stomachs. But 
it wasn’t long before Bernice helped us 
rise to the occasion once again. 


-C.T., Austin, Texas 


LIVING LARGE 


ydia is my so-called “friend with benefits.’ 

It’s been a mixed bag, but I’ve never had 

another relationship anything like ours. 
We swing together. We fuck each 

other in front of other people, and it can 

be quite the show. Sometimes we'll 

pile into an orgy together, and sometimes we'll act like a 

married couple, indulging in a hot-wifing scene. 

But we don't live together. We reside in the same 

town, but we seldom see each other apart from our sexy 

escapades. And-sorry, folks—when we're together and not 

fucking, we don’t really like each other that much. 

She's sexy as fuck, though. No argument there. She’s 

curvaceous—definitely not a stick figure—with a beautiful 

mane of blonde hair. She also has plump tits with dainty, 

pink nipples reminiscent of wild strawberries, sweet pussy 

lips and a nicely trimmed bush. 

But personality-wise, she’s irascible. She grates on my 

nerves, and | know | drive her batshit crazy, too. Usually, 

the sex is good, and there are times when I’m in sync with 

her—and then the sex Is really good. 

But it’s hit or miss. 

| met her at a swingers party in a nearby city. We clicked 

sexually right away. | had gone there with another gal who 

often was my partner in crime. But she was more of a 

wingwoman than a sex partner. 

Lydia was there with her friend Lee, who identifies 

mostly as a lesbian. Like my friend and me, Lydia and Lee 

just pretended to be a couple because it was a couples 

weekend, and they couldn't go to the orgy alone. 

The sex Lydia and | had that night was monumental, and 

| found her sort of cool—in a cantankerous kind of way. 

Shortly afterward, she and | began going to parties and 

clubs together. She was into it, but she always seemed 

somewhat unsatisfied. One day, she said to me, “Our 

group-—our little circle? | just don’t know. They’re mostly 

good-looking, the guys and the women both. But have you 

noticed? All the guys have itsy-bitsy teeny-weenies’ 

| made a sour face at her. 

“That's not remotely true? | argued. 

“OK. Present company excepted.” She rolled her eyes. 

“But why don’t you find me a big mastodon dick to suck 

and fuck?” 

“One right here for you, sweetie” 

“Yeah, fine. Sheez. It’s not bad. But | could do with 

something more. Don’t you know somebody with an epic 

schlong? 

| said she could probably get all the dick she wanted if | 

threw a gangbang for her. 

“No.” She literally stomped her foot in protest. “I told 

you: Three guys with three inches don’t measure up to one 

guy with nine inches. Go out. Find me one guy with some 
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genitals | can write home about?’ 

| laughed it off. But she kept pestering 
me. | really didn’t know anyone who fit 
the bill. 

Then one day a neighbor who was 
doing some metalwork in his house 
dropped by. He asked me if | happened 
to own a ball-peen hammer he could 
borrow. | didn’t. But the encounter 
touched off a memory in my brain. 

Back in college, there’d been this guy, 
Sandy. He was a nice-enough dude, but 
he fancied himself a stud. He was a big 
guy, well over six feet tall. He told people 
his luck with women was partly because 
he was Don Juan reincarnated—and partly 


me, and even more surprised to hear 
about Lydia’s request. Was he up for 

a threesome with us? Sure! He had 
plenty of experience with group sex, and 
he thought it would be “the shit” We 
set a date to satisfy my galpal’s much 
discussed craving. 

“You didn’t exaggerate, did you?” 
Lydia asked. “This isn’t a case of false 
advertising?” 

“| saw the fucking thing with my own 
eyes. | think you'll be happy. And maybe 
you'll stop bugging me about this.’ 

“I'm not bugging you’ 

“You keep complaining. Is my dick 
really not big enough for you? I’m bigger 


“Our subtle, synchronized movements 
were powerful enough to take her over 


the top.” 


because he was hung like a bull moose. | 
never really believed his boasting until the 
night | actually saw the thing in the flesh. 

| was actually at the drunken party 
when it all went down. The talk had 
turned to sex and—specifically—to male 
endowment. A couple of the women 
began telling Sandy to put up or shut up. 
If he had such a big dick, he should whip 
it out and prove it. 

Sandy complied. He warned anybody 
who didn’t want a look to clear the room. 
Then he dropped trou right there. People 
actually gasped. That anaconda of his 
had to have been a thick ten inches, 
and he had big balls, too. As the guys 
laughed and the girls oohed and ahhed, 
Sandy’s dick grew all the more. Then he 
abruptly stuffed it back in his pants. 

After that, Sandy got nicknamed “The 
Ball-Peen Hammer.’ 

A plan struck me immediately after my 
neighbor departed. | thought Sandy still 
lived nearby. But | had no idea if he was 
married or what. Finally, a mutual friend 
confirmed that Ball-Peen was indeed still 
living where | thought he was. He'd been 
married briefly, but he was now single. 

| hunted down his number and called 
him. He was surprised to hear from 
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than most guys are, you know.’ 

“You're right. I’ve seen smaller? 
she said. “But you’re not winning any 
contests,’ she teased. 

The day rolled around for our hookup, 
and soon the three of us were having 
cocktails in my living room. Sandy looked 
about the same as the last time I’d seen 
him—a few more lines were etched into 
the face, maybe. But he’d stayed in 
shape and remained more than a bit full 
of himself. 

The small talk didn’t last long. Lydia 
was in no mood to drag things out. She 
wore a sexy green dress, and | knew she 
was not wearing panties. She knew that 
turned me on. 

“So, Sandy,’ she drawled. “Tanner told 
me you've got a hammer or something 
between your legs.’ 

He smiled a horny smile and said, 
“True enough.’ 

“Then let’s have a look, shall we? 

He got up off the sofa and pulled down 
his jeans. Lydia stared down at the big 
lump of genitalia in his tighty-whities. He 
was fondling it idly. Gradually, the lump 
got bigger, and before long, the tip of his 
glans was peeking out from the elastic 
waistband of his briefs. 


“Promising, said Lydia. 

“It's a threat, not a promise,’ Sandy 
said in a husky, amused voice. 

“Well, unwrap the damn thing already,’ 
she demanded. 

Lydia was trying to play it cool, but 
there was a tremble in her voice. She 
knew now that | hadn't exaggerated 
about Sandy’s endowment. 

Down came the briefs and out popped 
Sandy’s raging hard-on. Clearly this big 
reveal routine excited him, Just like it had 
back in our college days. Fully engorged, 
his member was a thick, fleshy crowbar. 

For once, Lydia was speechless. 

She looked at his phallus, apparently 
spellbound. 

Sandy stripped off the rest of his 
clothes and sat back on the sofa. He 
spread his legs wide. 

Lydia walked over to him and knelt on 
the floor. Gingerly, she kissed the tip of 
his penis, then put the helmet head in her 
mouth. She experimented—seeing how 
much of his meat she could devour. 

| was crazy turned on, and | was now 
massaging my own dick. | had hoped— 
and sort of planned-—that if Ball-Peen’s 
peen wound up in Lydia’s twat, | would 
have access to her butthole. 

In seconds, Lydia pulled off her 
dress, tossing it across the room. Then 
she was back on her knees with her 
ass pointed my direction. She mixed 
things up by kissing and licking Sandy’s 
ball sac. | got on the floor and began 
tonguing her tight little butthole. Her 
pussy was dripping with excitement. 

“Why are we not in the bedroom right 
now’” she asked in an exasperated 
voice. “You washed the sheets didn’t 
you, Tanner?” 

“You're too much, Lyd,” | said. “You 
want it in the bedroom, we go in the 
bedroom. And, yeah, the sheets are 
clean?’ 

Minutes later, the three of us 
sprawled naked on the queen-size 
mattress. Lydia wanted to 69, so | sat 
up and watched as she and our guest 
engaged in the classic act. She tried 
her best to deep-throat that whopper, 
while Sandy lapped up her streaming 
pussy juice. | beat my meat while they 
played. Dribbles of pre-come soon ran 
down my shaft. 

Fucking was, of course, the next thing 
on the agenda-—specifically a DP. Sandy 


had brought along some jumbo-sized 
condoms. He strapped one on. | put on 
a standard model. 

Lydia seemed a bit distracted. 

“Look, Sandy” she said. “I'd love to 
have that monster in my pussy. But, 
believe it or not, | think I'd have better 
luck with it in my ass.” 

| was dumbfounded. 

“As you wish,’ said Sandy, smiling like 
the devil himself. 

| lay back on the bed. She faced me 
and straddled me, then eased her cunt 
onto my prick. 

Sandy was lubing up her anus 
with one hand, while tugging on his 
dick with the other. He worked that 
massive rod into her backdoor until, 
almost impossibly, he had it in to the 
hilt! Lydia was breathing carefully and 
methodically, as if she were in the 


middle of an advanced Lamaze class. | 
had to hand it to her. When she'd said 
she liked mastodon dicks, she wasn’t 
kidding. She was a champ. 

At first, anyway. 

There wasn’t much wiggle room for 
either of us guys to pump or thrust. But 
our subtle, synchronized movements 
were powerful enough to take her 
over the top within a few minutes. 

She wailed in wild abandon as she 
experienced her first and only orgasm 
that night. Her ecstatic cries were 
enough to prompt both Sandy and me 
to let loose our loads. | can’t speak 
for Sandy, but it was one of my most 
intense orgasms ever. 

We three continued playing for a 
little while. But before long, she’d had 
enough. She went into my bathroom 
and took a hot shower. When she 


emerged, she got dressed and said she 
was going home. 

It was hard for her to admit defeat, 
but she had met her match in The Ball- 
Peen Hammer. And so, she went into 
retreat mode. 

She and | haven't played since. That's 
probably for the best. When Lydia gets 
this moody, all the fun stops. And when 
we've talked on the phone, she’s been 
more sarcastic and irritable than ever. 

It's OK. It’s probably time for the two 
of us to end our swinging partnership 
anyway. While I'll remember that 
incredible evening with some regret, I'll 
recall the excitement even more. 

| have a few other prospective play 
partners already lined up, so I’m ready 
to hit the ground running. 


-T.P., Cambridge, Mass. 
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THE SURPRISE 


henever Randy 
is in town, he 
calls me up. 
He’s a big, tall 
guy with blond 
hair and green 
eyes that remind me of a cat. We'd 
met in college and had never meshed 
romantically. But after a drunken one- 
night stand, we found we meshed 
brilliantly in the fucking department. 

We make a date to see each other at 
least once during each of his business 
trips to my area. But when Randy called 
during his most recent visit, he said, “I 
have a surprise to share—if you're still the 
adventurous nymph you used to be.’ 

My interest piqued, | said, “You know 
it. | haven't changed. At least not in that 
regard.” 

“Good. I'll see you tomorrow night. 
We'll a// have some fun,’ he said putting 
extra stress on the word “all?” 

“Ooh, see you all then,” | replied, 


wondering who “all” might be. 

Upon hanging up the phone, | realized 
my nipples were hard and my pussy was 
thumping in time with my heart. | couldn’t 
help but wonder who—or how many 
whos—he would bring along. 

My dirty mind went to all kinds of 
places. | got myself off more times than 
| could count in anticipation. So, by the 
night of our date, my whole body was on 
red alert. My entire being was aroused. 

That evening, Randy called and asked 
if he should come to me or if | would like 
to come to his hotel room instead. | told 
him dealer's choice. 

“Let's make it your place, then. Be 
there in 207" he said. 

| opened a bottle of wine and set 
out snacks. Though | knew with our 
history, the drinks and snacks would go 
untouched for hours. 

When the doorbell rang, my body 
tingled and my pussy grew even wetter. | 
hurried to let in my longtime fuck buddy. 


A cool breeze whipped in when | 
opened the door, and it was no surprise 
that he wasn’t alone. 

“Well, who is this?” | asked coyly. 

A short, broad man stood before 
me. His dark hair was cut very close 
to his scalp. He had brown eyes and a 
knowing smile. His brown skin shone like 
highly polished wood. | wanted to touch 
him. 

“This is Calvin’ Randy said, “my 
friend—and maybe yours, too.” 

“You want to be my friend?” | asked, 
feeling both pleased and intrigued. 

Calvin nodded and said, “If you'll allow 
me to be.’ 

| invited them in. They shrugged 
off their jackets, and | stood before 
Calvin with my hand hovering above his 
exposed forearm. 

“May |?” | asked. 

He nodded. 

| stroked my fingers along his skin, 
feeling his heat and strength. 
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Randy stepped behind me and 
wrapped his arms around my waist. 

He nipped the back of my neck, and | 
groaned. 

“Long time, no fuck,’ he said. 

| laughed, pushing back against the 
bulge in his pants. 

“I'll say. You’re making It even more 
exciting. | didn’t know that was possible? 
| admitted. 

Calvin brushed back my hair and took 
my mouth with a deep, rough kiss. It was 
sudden and intoxicating, and | felt my 
body go soft like warm taffy. 

Being pressed between two big men 
was a mindfuck that | totally welcomed. 

“Should we move to your bedroom?” 


“T cried out 
around Randy’s 
fat dick as I came, 
my pussy milking 
Calvin’s big 
fingers.” 


Randy asked, relaxing his embrace. 

| nodded and found my legs. Walking 
toward the bedroom, | looked back to 
see them following me. | smiled at them. 
We were going to have fun. 

There’s something exquisite about a 
big burly man going down on you while 
you suck off another. 

That’s where | found myself within 
moments of entering my bedroom. Of 
the three of us | undressed quickest and 
was naked in nearly a blink. They didn’t 
take much longer, though. And in no 
time at all | was on the bed with Calvin 
nestled between my spread legs. His 
tongue took a sensual tour of my folds 
and found my clit in an instant. 

Randy straddled my chest. His hands 
were planted on my headboard as he 
slid his thick cock into my willing mouth. 
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| strained my neck to better 
accommodate him. | sucked and licked 
and only stopped when Calvin hit a 
particularly amazing spot and | had to 
gasp. Calvin’s finger slipped inside me. 
| gave a groan around a mouthful of 
Randy's cock, and | thrust my hips up to 
press my pussy against my new friend's 
seeking tongue. 

The moment was so fucking good; | 
was lost in the sensations. 

Randy used my mouth, sliding his shaft 
along my tongue and dipping too far 
down my throat. He made me gag, but 
| recovered quickly as he continued to 
slide in and out. 

“Fuck, | want to come,’ Randy groaned. 

Calvin added another finger. His digits 
stretched me in the most delicious away. 
He flexed them repeatedly as his tongue 
danced over my throbbing clit. | cried out 
around Randy's fat dick as | came, my 
pussy milking Calvin's big fingers. 

Next, the men were moving me, and | 
found myself sitting in Calvin’s lap. His 
formidable cock was standing tall and 
straight. | took him in hand, stroking 
his dark shaft. Finally, when | ran out of 
patience, | straddled him, positioned his 
dick at my entrance and sank down onto 
his rod. He gripped my hips, thrusting 
upward. He filled me swiftly. | gasped 
and then started to ride him. 

Randy moved in beside me. His 
warm fingers were plucking my nipples. 
He kissed my neck and sucked it hard 
enough that | knew he'd left a mark. 
When | shivered, he pinched my nipples 
roughly. | felt my pussy clench around 
Calvin when he did that. | hissed 
between my teeth. 

Randy nipped my neck and then 
whispered in my ear, “Still like anal?” 

| released a deep groan and nodded. 

When he moved away, | heard him 
open my nightstand drawer. The noise 
was followed by the sound of lube being 
squeezed onto his fingers and his hand 
moving on his cock. | shivered once more 
in anticipation. He moved in behind me 
as | leaned forward and put my hands on 
Calvin's shoulders. 

First, his slippery fingers slid inside my 
back hole. 

“You always were adventurous. It’s 
one of the reasons we get along so well,’ 
Randy murmured. 

His fingers pushed inside me, sliding 


against my pleasure points. The feel of 
Calvin deep and thick inside my cunt— 
while Randy worked my back hole—made 
me so hot | broke out in goose bumps. 
My tight nipples were hard like little 
stones. 

“Thatta girl’ Randy said. He pressed 
the head of his hard cock against my 
asshole, and | lowered my body over 
Calvin’s even more. 

My “surprise” guest bumped his hips 
up, driving his length deep inside me. His 
fingers dug into my hips as he held me 
tight. 

“You're going to take his cock, too?” 
Calvin asked teasingly. 

Practically panting, | nodded. 

Calvin continued, “You're going to take 
us both? Both of us inside this tight little 
package?” 

Still nodding, | moved with him and 
braced myself as Randy inched deeper 
inside me. A rush of pleasure and 
excitement—mixed with a small, sharp 
bite of pain—made me groan softly. 

“That's it,’ Calvin said, kissing me 
roughly. 

| gave a little mewl as Randy thrust all 
the way home. 

There was a breathless pause, and we 
all stilled. | was the one who started to 
move, spurring them to find their rhythm 
and fuck me. 

Randy was pressed against my back, 
and Calvin undulated beneath me. | was 
caught in a decadent push and pull as 
they moved. 

Inside | was full, and the delicious 
friction of their movements served as a 
heady intoxicant. | shut my eyes and rode 
the waves of pleasure they caused. 

Randy’s hands skated up my sides. 
He cupped my breasts and pinched my 
nipples as he thrust deep into my ass. 

Calvin groaned as he continued to drill 
me from below. My sensitive pussy was 
clenching tight around his cock. 

“Right there? | said to no one in 
particular. | laughed at myself and added, 
“Whoever that is—right there.’ 

Both men chuckled, and to 
accommodate me, they kept doing what 
they were doing. | felt the slip and slide 
of their cocks deep inside my body as | 
inched closer to orgasm. 

When | came, my upper body 
completely folded over Calvin’s. He 
wrapped a single arm around me as his 


trim hips kept pumping up over and over 
again to get as deep as he could. 

“Right there, girl. That's it. Stay right 
there,” Calvin said. 

His breath was hot against my 
shoulder. He climaxed with an animalistic 
growl and spilled his cream deep inside 
me. | felt the warm flood of it streaming 
down my inner thighs as he continued 
to move, wringing a few last moments of 
pleasure from the encounter. 

| stayed low and pressed against 
Calvin as Randy gripped my hips even 
more firmly than before. He was fucking 
my backdoor with a brisk tempo that 
rocked me forward with every thrust. 

“This is why | love coming to see you,’ 
he whispered. “We always have the best 
time. You’re always up for anything.’ 

Calvin slid his hand between us and 
cupped my mound. He gave it a little 
friendly squeeze, and | gasped. He 


delivered another squeeze, a bit rougher, 
as Randy moved faster behind me. | 
tensed my internal muscles and heard 
my old friend groan. It was a satisfying 
sound. 

Calvin's fingers slid along my clit. | 
hummed softly against his chest. He 
caressed my button again and again. | 
started to move with him, rubbing myself 
against his digits as they fondled my 
sensitive nub. 

Meanwhile, Randy was bucking 
and panting. He was at the end of his 
pleasure, | thought. It seemed he was 
about to blow. Just as | had that thought, 
he squeezed my sides hard and thrust 
deep. He grunted, shivered and came in 
my ass. 

Calvin said conversationally, “There it 
is? 

| laughed, but he was still stroking 
my clit. Pleasure jumbled my thoughts. | 


moved with him, finding our synchronicity. 
When | came once more, | shuddered in 
his arms, and he cooed some nonsense 
words in my ear. 

| tried to get my breathing back on 
track, but | laughed uncontrollably when 
Calvin said, “Hey, it was really nice to 
meet you.’ 

From behind me, Randy said to him: 
“| told you it'd be worth the trip. She’s 
always worth the trip? 


-S.L., Richmond, Va. 


With some perseverance and a little 
luck, a double can easily become a 
triple. We would like to hear tales of 
your titillating trios. Mail your letter 
to Penthouse Letters, Department 
T, 28328 Witherspoon Parkway, 
Valencia, CA 91355, or email it to 
letters@penthouse.com. 
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~a 
SPECIAL DELIVERY 


y husband had 
absolutely no 
idea that I'd 
been regularly 
enjoying our local 
deliveryman’s 
package during the past year. 

Our affair started innocently enough. 
A quick, flirtatious quip. Sharing a 
wink and a smile. Now every other day, 
Monday through Friday, Rod takes his 
lunch break between my legs. 

Sometimes we screw in my marital 
bed, but more often than not, we enjoy 
having the run of the house. Sure, there 
are security cameras in the main living 
spaces, but that’s half the fun. | know 
my husband could choose to check 
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in on me at any time. The risk makes 

the whole experience that much more 
rewarding. Thinking about my spouse 
logging on to our surveillance system’s 
website and getting an eyeful of me 
being reamed by my hunky lover makes 
my pussy drip. | know that makes me 
sound like a bad girl, and that’s because 
| am one! 

Anyhow, Rod came by a bit earlier 
than usual the other day. He slipped 
around the side of the house, in an effort 
to avoid my nosy neighbors, and met me 
at the back door. 

The second Rod stepped inside my 
home, he forcefully ripped open my robe 
and laid several hot kisses against my 
bare, heaving breasts. 


“Where will we screw today?” he 
murmured into my cleavage. 

“Oh? | sighed. “I don’t think we'll make 
it out of this room? 

His soft chuckle was muffled by 
my boobs. 

“| think you’re right,’ Rod agreed. 

He tore off my robe and tossed it to 
the side, then he hoisted me up onto 
the kitchen island. The cool, granite 
countertop triggered a delicious little 
shiver that traveled up my spine. 

| spread my legs invitingly and noticed 
Rod was fixated on my erect nipples. 
They looked stiff enough to cut glass. 

“Feeling chilly?” he teased. “Don’t 
worry. I'll warm you up.’ 

Rod bowed his head and sucked one 


nipple into his mouth. When he’d had 
his fill, he gave it a sharp nibble. 

“Ah!” | gasped, loving the mixture of 
pleasure and pain. 

| arched my back and pushed my tits 
toward Rod. 

“That’s it” | hissed. “That feels 
so good.’ 

| combed my fingers through his 
silky hair and held his head to my 
chest. | enjoyed the ticklish sensation 
of his locks against my palms. A few 
of his curls stuck out at odd angles. 
The feeling of his hair against my flesh 
evoked memories of pure joy. | pictured 
his head bobbing between my legs, 
and the pleasing way those same curls 
would caress my inner thighs. 

Rod nipped my tender nipple with 
his teeth again before he released the 
tender bud from his lips. 

“Yes!” | shouted. “Give me more, 
baby. More!” 

In response, Rod split his attention 
and flicked his tongue against each of 
my pebbled nipples in turn. The sharp, 
staccato contact sent me reeling. If he 
hadn't hooked his free arm around my 
waist, | seriously might have tumbled 
backward. Throughout it all, he made 
sure both of my tits received an 
adequate amount of attention. While 
his lips and tongue were busy with one 
boob, he stroked, pinched and teased 
the other with his fingers. 

Rod also knew how much | liked 
having my rack massaged. Always eager 
to please, he kneaded my breasts. He 
cradled them in his palms, supporting 
their weight while he caressed my turgid 
nipples with the pads of his thumbs. 

“Oh yes,” | moaned. “Yes, Rod!” 

A steady pulse began to beat in 
my pussy. The persistent pounding 
reverberated throughout my body. 

The feeling slowly spread; my every 
muscle felt coiled up tight like a firmly 
compressed spring. 

Then Rod surprised me with a new 
move that I’d never experienced before, 
even with him. At the same time, he 
pinched one nipple sharply and brought 
his teeth down hard on the other. 

| swore out loud and felt a warm 
trickle of honey flow from my pussy. It 
leaked out of my hole and coated my 
cunt lips. When | moved just right, it also 
greased the stone slab | rested on. God, 


| was so fucking ready for Rod's cock. 

| scooted my ass closer to the edge of 
the counter and didn’t stop until my wet 
pussy was pressed against Rod’s torso. 
He still wore his shirt, but it didn’t matter 
to me. | could still feel the solid plane of 
his abs through the thin material. 

“God, | want you,’ | moaned. “Don’t 
make me wait.’ 

“Just a little bit longer,’ he said, his 
deep voice as smooth as silk. “I’ve gota 
few more tricks up my sleeve.’ 

“Really?” | asked. “Well then, let me 


“He fucked me so 
hard that the pans 
in the cabinet 
beneath me 
started to rattle.” 


take your shirt off, so | can see them?’ 

| leaned back, so | could undo the 
buttons on Rod's uniform. But he once 
again dove down to nip one of my 
nipples. The sharp bite of pain made the 
pulsating rhythm that beat in my pussy 
pick up in tempo. All | fucking wanted 
was to feel his cock inside me, and my 
stubborn hunk of a man was intent on 
making me wait. 

As he pulled back from my chest, 
| teasingly scolded, “You're a 
naughty boy.’ 

| landed a playful smack on his chest, 
then | unbuttoned his shirt. 

“| do love undressing you,’ | 
confessed, as | unfastened his 
pants. “It’s like unwrapping the most 
spectacular Christmas present.” 

Rod looked pleased. He loves 
when | gush about him. Truthfully, it’s 
easy to do. He’s sexy and attentive, 
everything a good lover should be. And, 
perhaps most importantly, he’s not my 
husband. That fact alone makes him 
downright irresistible. 

Unfastening duties completed, | 
parted the fabric of my partner’s shirt to 


reveal Rod’s deliciously sculpted torso. 
All of the lifting and walking he does as 
part of his job has left him with a fit and 
fabulous bod. Every inch from his pecs 
to his abs appeared expertly chiseled as 
if a sculptor had created him from stone. 

Feeling inspired, | reached behind 
me and grabbed the bottle of olive oil 
I'd left out that morning. A few drops of 
liquid gold was all | needed to grease 
up my hands and smooth them over the 
glorious Adonis standing before me. 
Every dip, cut and bulge in his form soon 
glistened under the overhead light. 

“Who gave you the right to be so 
fucking sexy?” | sighed. 

Seeing Rod's nipple gleam made me 
think I'd like to do some sucking myself. | 
gripped his sturdy shoulders for support, 
then | brought my mouth to his chest 
and applied a series of licks and bites to 
his sensitive nub. The rich flavor of olive 
oil blended with the naturally salty taste 
of my working man’s skin. 

“Mmm,” | hummed. 

The savory flavor filled my mouth and 
fueled my hunger. Everything about 
Rod is downright addictive. No matter 
how many clandestine meetings we 
have, it will never be enough. I'll always 
want more. 

Rod grunted—a sure sign of 
his satisfaction. 

“Didn't you want me to fuck you, 
lady?” He leaned against me, pushing 
my body onto the counter with the 
weight of his own. “I do like your style, 
though.’ He grabbed the same bottle of 
oil I'd used mere moments before. “Let’s 
lube you up.’ 

He trickled some oil over my mound, 
taking extra care to thoroughly coat 
my clit, and asked, “How about 
a rubdown?” 

Rod smoothed his work-worn hands 
over my cunt, slickening my clit and 
pussy lips with plenty of the slippery 
liquid. His calloused skin would usually 
tickle me, but the addition of the oil 
allowed him to skate easily over every 
inch of exposed flesh. Once | was 
thoroughly lubed up, Rod pressed the 
pad of his thumb to my clit. 

“Oooh,’ | sighed. | swiveled my hips, 
enjoying the way the oil allowed my clit 
to slip easily under his touch. “Always so 
resourceful,” | cooed delightedly. “Why 
not dip a finger inside, too?” 
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“Patience, he chided playfully. 

He rocked his thumb from side to 
side, stimulating my clit with all the 
expertise of a master. It was maddening, 
absolutely mind-bending, the way he 
could play my body like a finely tuned 
instrument. Even when | thought | 
couldn't handle another ounce of 
pleasure, Rod would elevate my libido to 
unimaginable heights. 

Next, he slipped two fingers inside my 
pussy. My cunt walls rippled around his 
digits. | planted my hands firmly on the 
counter and lifted my ass off the surface. 
Pumping my hips, | fucked Rod's fingers 
with the vigor and enthusiasm of a sex- 
starved co-ed. | was determined to claim 
my first orgasm before Rod's dick even 
entered my body. 

“Yes, Rod! Harder! Harder!” | shouted. 

He curled his fingers in a come-hither 
motion and rubbed my inner wall. 

“Oh fuck! Yes! Yes!” | cried out. The 
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sweet pressure that precedes intense 
pleasure began to build. “Rod! Rod! Oh 
Rod,’ | moaned. 

| love how his monosyllabic name 
is So easy to shout, even when I’m 
teetering on the edge of delirium. My 
back arched, and my eyes slammed 
shut, then all the tension left my body in 
one big, orgasmic rush. 

For once, | was quiet, but that was all 
right. Rod knew exactly what | needed 
without me having to ask him for it. He 
produced a condom from his pants, 
which had dropped to his ankles at 
some point after l’d unfastened them, 
and covered his cock with the latex 
sheath. Then he took his erection in his 
fist and pressed the tip to my pussy. 

“You are perfect,’ he whispered as he 
sank inside me. 

He wrapped his arms around me, 
lifted me back into a sitting position and 
cradled me against his chest. Rod's 


chest tickled my sensitive nipples. | 
locked my ankles behind the small of his 
back and held on for dear life. 

Now, it was Rod's turn to lose his 
ever-loving mind. He had been so 
patient and attentive. But once he finally 
got his dick wet, he lost all sense of 
control. He fucked me so hard that the 
pans in the cabinet beneath me started 
to rattle. 

When | came, my cunt clamped 
down tight, and that sent Rod spiraling 
into ecstasy. His hips jerked, and his 
breathing grew shallow. He climaxed 
shortly after me. 

After Rod finished, he kissed me on 
the forehead, cleaned himself up and 
headed back out to his truck, leaving me 
alone with nothing but the memory of 
our tryst. But | knew he’d be back soon 
with another special delivery. 


-K.D., Miami, Fla. 


BOOKENDS 


avid, my husband, 

came into the 

bedroom and 

stubbed his toe 

against a pile of 

my books on the 
floor. | was the first to admit my novel 
acquisitions were out of hand. | had “to 
be read” stacks all over our home, along 
with shelves stuffed with volumes I'd 
already devoured. 

But David was in a bad mood-trouble 
at work—and he let loose a flurry of 
complaints. But the thrust of it was: Why 
the fuck did | need so many books? All 
this stuff could be electronically stored 
on a tablet, which would take up a hell 
of a lot less space. Blah, blah, blah. 

| let him have his say because he 
wasn’t wrong. | did buy too many 
books, though there were far worse 
habits to have. However, | rarely got 
on him about all the sports gear he 
had around because | knew he loved 
racquetball and tennis and all the other 
stuff. He needed it to balance out his 
stressful job. 

Books were the same for me. I'd read 
voraciously from a young age, and the 
habit had carried over into adulthood, 
getting more intense if anything. Books 
opened up exotic worlds, explored 
deep human emotions and thrilling 
adventures—as well as some sweetly 
rendered erotic moments. A few sex 
scenes I'd read had seared themselves 
into my mind, almost like they were 
personal memories. 

David finished his diatribe and 
stomped out of the bedroom, and | 
brooded. For some reason his crack 
about a tablet got to me. | liked paper. 
The feel of an actual book in my hands 
was like nothing else. So what? | 
recycled diligently and drove an 
electric car. 

Later, he came back and apologized, 

and It was sincere enough that | tugged 
him onto the bed and we screwed. 
His sports enthusiasm had given him a 
perfectly toned body, and we certainly 
knew each other's desires after several 
years of marriage. It was a nice, mildly 
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joyous bit of lovemaking. 

But the next day | was still stewing a 
little. David was at his office, but | had 
a day off. | went out for a walk, feeling 
strangely philosophical and wondering 
about the nature of my marriage. | didn’t 
regret marrying David, but | thought 
about how my life might have played out. 
You know, the roads not taken. 

Walking the streets, | thought of my 
favorite college lover, René. Calling him 
a boyfriend would be overstating it. We 
did fuck a lot but were never exclusive. 
We often talked about literature, and 
those sessions were almost as intense 
as our sexual interludes. René was 
intellectually driven, challenging and, 
yes, probably more than a bit of a 
poseur. But he’d really gotten my motor 
running back then. 

He was also the diametric opposite of 
David, who read marketing reports and 
saw the world with admirable clarity. 

| realized | was on a city street I'd 
never been down. My breath caught 
when | saw a sign for a bookstore. It was 
a basement place with dark windows. 
Like a moth to flame, | descended the 
stairs and entered. 

Instantly the smell of paper and ink 
hit, a pure aphrodisiac to a book lover 
like me. The place was cramped but in 
a delicious way. Shelves were bursting, 
floor to ceiling. The light was warm but 
not too bright. Floorboards creaked 
beneath my feet. 

“Let me know if you need help,” 

a voice called out from an aisle or 
two away. 

“Thanks. Just looking,’ | said. But | 
knew | would be buying, too. 

My gaze traveled the spines. 
Everything was neatly organized. | 
recognized many titles, each one 
touching a memory. Finally, | gasped 
and seized a particular novel, yanking 
it off the shelf. It was a copy of a book 
René had once given me, the very same 
edition. I'd lost it during some move, but 
still recalled almost every page of it. 

“Find something you like?” the same 
voice asked. | presumed it was the 
owner, but he stood closer this time, just 
behind me in the aisle. 

| was still mesmerized by the 
paperback. My hands trembled. “I just 
found a long-lost friend)’ | said. 

René had read passages of this novel 
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to me as we lay naked and temporarily 
sated with bedroom curtains rippling 
in the breeze and golden light spilling 
through the window. Those were 
glorious memories. | shivered with 
excitement as | remembered René’s 
cock growing hard again, him setting 
down the book and me climbing 
onto him. 

| turned and stopped short. The 
bookstore’s proprietor wasn't the 
spitting image of René, but something 
in his facial structure, his frame and 
even his confident posture reminded me 


“He gripped my 
knees and started 
plowing into me. 
His every plunge 
went all the way.” 


sharply of my handsome bygone lover. 

“I’m happy for your reunion,’ he said 
with a smile, before turning to lead me to 
the cash register. 

His pants were snug, and | noticed 
his backside flexed nicely as he walked. 
| felt my pussy growing helplessly damp. 
It was an almost ridiculous state of 
arousal. When he rang up my purchase, 
| put money in his hand, then let my 
fingertips brush him. He smiled again, 
but his lips quivered this time. 

“This has got a great sex scene in it?’ 
he said. 

| knew exactly the one he meant. 
| leaned across the low counter to 
whisper, “Yes, it does.’ 

| brazenly kissed his lips. | wouldn't 
have been surprised if he’d yelped and 
thrown me out. But instead he took the 
happier road and kissed me back. Our 
lips melted together, and our tongues 
tangled. | was groping his strong 
shoulders. A moan rumbled deep in 
my throat. 

“Hold on,’ he said before hurrying 
away. As | heard him locking the door, | 
stripped, leaving my clothes on the floor. 


When he returned, he looked up and 
down my naked body as his hard cock 
tented the front of his pants. 

He got undressed even faster than | 
had. He picked me up—with his fingers 
sinking enticingly into the flesh of my 
ass—and set me on the countertop. We 
resumed our kissing with heat rising 
from our bare skin. AS we made out, | 
enjoyed the mild burn of his stubble. My 
husband was always scrupulously clean- 
shaven. 

The shopkeeper’s hand closed over 
my breast. | sighed as he squeezed my 
boob, and | reached for his hard cock. 
He pinched my stiff nipple, and my 
pleasure increased. | pumped his shaft, 
liking the feel of the firmness of his girth. 

He bent to lick my neck, then he 
suckled my tits. As he moved lower, 
| opened my legs wider. With my ass 
perched on the edge of the counter, | 
trembled with anticipation and my cunt 
was slick with need. 

His hot breath grazed my wet pussy 
lips. That was followed by furious 
swipes of his tongue. Bliss radiated 
outward from my pussy, zipping toward 
every extremity. My toes tingled, and 
my fingertips buzzed. His lovely tongue 
flicked against my throbbing clitoris. | 
laced my fingers through his hair and 
mashed my pussy hard against his face. 
My pleasure soared as he energetically 
ate my cunt. 

When my squealing climax came, he 
kept his mouth in place, drinking down 
my orgasmic juices. 

But he wasn’t done with his oral 
onslaught. His hands closed over my 
hips, and he rocked me back until | 
was resting on my elbows. Then | felt 
his breath again, this time against my 
asshole, which was already slick with my 
overflowing pussy juice. 

When his tongue touched me there, 
in so intimate a place, | sucked in air 
through my teeth. It had been so long 
since I’d gotten this particular treatment. 
He licked me energetically. His tongue 
tip circled my ring again and again 
before dipping inside. New pleasures 
bloomed within me. | shook on the 
counter, knocking a few stray items onto 
the floor. 

When he finally stood, my pussy and 
ass were both buzzing. His cock stood 
out straight and needy. In a raw voice, | 


said, “Fuck whichever hole you want.’ 

He met my eyes and said, “First one, 
then the other?’ 

| leaned back hard on my elbows as 
he stepped into position. | felt him swirl 
his luscious cockhead over my pussy 
lips. Electrical thrills danced throughout 
my body. He put himself inside me, just 
his swollen knob. | writhed around the 
lovely intrusion, wanting more, needing 
all of him. 

He accommodated. Looming above 
me, he leaned forward and the length 
of him slipped into my cunt. A surprised 
cry escaped me when he fully shoved 
in his shaft. | felt fully impaled. It was a 
lush sensation, like being touched at 
one’s core. 

| lifted my legs and planted my heels 
on the counter’s edge. He gripped my 
knees and started plowing into me. His 
every plunge went all the way, stoking 
the flames of my ecstasy. His rhythm 


was steady, his lunges strong. 

All that time, | was breathing in 
that pervasive book scent. With it 
came memories of erotic passages in 
fragments, along with actual real-life 
sexual encounters. Books increased 
life’s pleasure, even a pleasure like this. 

That was when | recalled that the sex 
scene in the novel I’d just purchased 
took place in a bookstore. | wanted to 
bray with laughter. Instead, my breath 
heaved and my tits jiggled as a ferocious 
orgasm overtook me. | shook and 
shuddered and felt my bliss powerfully. 

He slowed, then stopped. But we 
weren't done. As promised, he shifted 
his footing and pressed his slick 
cockhead against my asshole. | readied 
myself to take him in by relaxing my 
muscles. He pushed against my snug 
ring, which easily opened for him. 

He slipped inside, but moved 
much more gently than when he was 


hammering my pussy. Like anilingus, it 
had been a little while since I’d taken a 
cock up my ass. But there was nothing 
but pleasure as he slid deeper in. | lifted 
my hips higher, encouraging him to go 
all the way. 

Finally, his balls were pressed against 
my backside. | had all of him. He set 
about fucking my asshole. When | 
groaned to indicate how good it felt, 
he increased his efforts. Soon he was 
stroking away in my rear passage. 

New waves of pleasure filled me. 
Nonetheless, | was still aware of his 
movements and knew when he was 
about to unload. | clenched my ass 
around him just as he let go and 
filled me with hot spurts of his jizz. It 
was fantastic. 

Later that night, | stayed up and read 
that book from cover to cover. 


-C.G., Seattle, Wash. 
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love my husband. Always have, 
always will, but once in a while | 
get this craving. This urge. This 
need that even Clay can’t fulfill. 
I'm fairly certain he knows. He 
gets this look. And him knowing 
and accepting it is a turn-on all by itself. 

Clay headed out for a work trip just 
as the February snows began. | was a 
little worried about him traveling in bad 
weather, but he never worried about stuff 
like that. 

Before he boarded his train, he hauled 
me close and planted a big kiss on my 
mouth. His lips were warm and sweet 
as they always were, and desire curled 
through me. I’d have to hold on to that 
feeling for his return. 

We said our goodbyes, and something 
about the look he gave me made me 
guess he knew I'd be up to no good 
while he was away. He headed down the 
platform as | watched. Fat snowflakes 
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were falling, and the wind kicked up. 

Our townhouse was only a couple 
blocks from the station. It was going to be 
a cold walk home. | shoved my hands in 
my coat pocket and headed out. Halfway 
to the house, | decided to stop at a local 
watering hole for a drink. 

Ducking in out of the snow, | took a seat 
at the bar and ordered a Manhattan. An 
old black-and-white movie was playing on 
one TV, the news on the other. 

A man sat down next to me, and | got 
a whiff of wood smoke, wool and man. | 
looked up to see big brown eyes and a 
subtle smile. 

He ordered a beer, and then said, “It’s a 
tough choice-’ 

“What is?” 

“An old movie or new news.’ 

“New news?” | quipped. 

“Modern letdown?” He shrugged. 

“| guess that makes the choice clear,’ | 
added with a flirtatious smile. 


We both stared at the film, but it didn’t 
hold our attention for more than a moment. 

We sipped our drinks and chatted. | 
studied his muscular forearms, his beard 
and mustache, and his broad shoulders. 

| didn’t ask his name. | didn’t want to 
know. My arousal had flared and moved 
from the familiar comfortable attraction 
to my husband to the fierce sudden 
attraction to a stranger. 

Finally, | slid my empty glass back. | 
stood and said, “Time for me to head out 
for the night” 

His surprise was obvious. “Oh, well it 
was nice to—” 

“Would you like to come with me?” 

The look of surprise spread on his face, 
and he remained silent. 

“My place Is only a block or so away. 
I'm married. Happily. But he isn’t home 
and lI’m...restless’ 

He gave a quick nod. That was good 
enough for me. We'd gotten that out of 
the way. 

Standing, he collected his coat and 
followed me out. 

His hand slid along my lower back and 
rubbed it as we walked. Between my 
thighs, | was wet and hot. | shivered but 
not from the cold. 

Inside my place, | flipped the lights and 
took him by the hand upstairs to the spare 
room. 

| kissed him roughly. The lip-lock was 
deep and lingering. If | caught him off 
guard and took his breath away, he 
wouldn't want to chatter. He’d want 
to fuck. 

And that’s all | wanted from him. 

| tugged his sweatshirt over his head 
and tried for his belt. After some fumbling, 
he took over. | yanked down his faded 
jeans and boxer briefs and watched him 
kick off his sneakers and tug off his socks. 
Then | pushed him back, so he fell back 
onto the mattress. 

He lifted himself up on his elbows and 
watched me as | hurriedly stripped. When 
| was nude, | stood there for a few beats 
letting him drink in the sight of me. His 
cock was hard and stood straight up. | 
took that as a good sign. 

“Come here, gorgeous,’ he said, curling 
a finger at me. 

| climbed up on the guest bed and 
straddled his waist, making sure to let the 
heat of my pussy invade his skin. He ran 
his hands up the swells of my hips, the dip 


of my waist and over the small of my back. 
Leaning over, | pressed my breasts to his 
chest, and kissed him again. 

His tongue tasted like beer and mint; his 
beard smelled of cold air. 

| hummed softly and rocked against him, 
letting my clit press against his hot skin. 

He cupped my breasts and squeezed 
them. When | least expected it, he pinched 
my nipples hard. | gasped and rocked 
against him again. He repeated the action, 
and | sighed. 

“Fuck, yes,’ | said. “Just like that? 

| moved up and brought my breasts 
closer to his mouth. His tongue emerged, 
swirling across one nipple. | moved my 
hips, bucking against him and feeling a 
burst of pleasure. His teeth found that 
small nub of pink flesh and bit me. My 
pussy grew wetter, pleasure igniting 
inside me. 

| couldn't stand it anymore. When he 
bit me again, | reached between us, took 
his erection in hand and aimed him at my 
slick entrance. | sank down onto his spike 
until he was fully seated deep inside me. 
His hands clasped my waist, and he thrust 
up roughly. 

“Fuck!” | exclaimed. 

We moved together, me in the lead 
mostly. | slid up and down his thick, hard 
cock, moving my hips from side to side. 
| purposely maneuvered myself so his 
dickhead would rub the places inside me 
that made me shake and gasp. | hung 
my head and planted my hands on his 
shoulders as | rode him. 

Every once in a while, he’d grip me 
tight, thrust up hard and fast, and make 
me squeal. 

After playfully trying to dominate one 
another other, we found a serious rhythm 
and began to fuck in earnest. 

At one point, | moved my hips up, so 
he nearly came free of me. | paused, and 
we were suspended there together. He 
waited for me to lower myself onto his 
slick shaft. When | pushed myself down, 
plunging his cock deep inside me, my 
clitoris brushed his pubic bone, and the 
pleasure was intense. My orgasm caught 
me by surprise, and | cried out in shock 
and joy. 

He growled softly and clutched my hips, 
moving up deep inside me and keeping 
the momentum going. He tipped me onto 
my side as my internal muscles spasmed 
and | rode out the wave of bliss. Then he 


was hiking me up onto my knees. | caught 
my balance, driving my knees into the bed, 
anchoring myself and pushing back as he 

grabbed my hips. 

He slid his cock back into me. It was 
a quick, aggressive thrust that drove me 
forward and caused me to move my hands 
to keep myself upright. 

“Jesus, you feel so good. So tight. So 
wet,’ he muttered. 

He was panting as he started to move. 
His hand tangled in my tresses, and he 
tugged just enough to force another cry 
from my lips. 

Holding my hair as an anchor, he fucked 
me with fast, even strokes. 

I slid my hand down my belly and 
smacked my mound with enough force 
to make me sigh. | swatted myself several 


“He laid his bulk 
against me, buried 
his face against my 

neck and fucked 

me harder.” 


times as he fucked me, and my pleasure 
rose again. It gained momentum and 
continued welling inside me. | played my 
slick fingertip over my clit. 

My pussy clenched, and my body 
bucked, and he growled in response. | did 
it again and again, until my head swam. | 
wanted to come again, but | also wanted 
him to empty into me. 

The memory of this forbidden encounter 
would get me off for months to come. 
The wondering if Clay suspected | was 
stepping out on him. Just thinking about tt 
aroused me. 

| felt the brush of the stranger's fingers 
over my backside. His fingertip touched 
my asshole, and | groaned. So he pushed 
it against my back entrance. 

| sighed, rocking back to meet him. 
Using my body, | encouraged him to 
penetrate me there with his finger as 
he fucked me with his rod. He took the 
hint and pressed his digit deep into me. 
He moved it gently, pressing against his 


thrusting cock through my interior flesh. 

The fullness and the sweetness 
overtook me. | gave in to my orgasm as | 
stroked my clit and took his cock into my 
cunt and his finger into my ass. 

As | shivered through my climax, he 
hissed sharply. He pulled out of me and 
turned me onto my back. | reached for him 
as he slid into me once more. He caught 
my arms, pinning them above my head. He 
held me there, locking his gaze with mine. 

| arched up to take him and clenched 
my pussy tightly around his driving dick. 
He laid his bulk against me, buried his face 
against my neck and fucked me harder. My 
hips thrust up, and | bit his earlobe hard 
enough to make him grunt. 

“Fuck me,’ | growled into his ear. “My 
husband's gone. We have the house. I’m a 
married woman. A taken woman. But here 
you are fucking me.’ 

| smiled when he groaned again. The 
dirty talk was doing a number on him. 

“Slide that big, thick cock into my pussy,’ 
| said, thrusting up beneath him. “Make me 
come again. Three’s the charm?’ 

| bit his earlobe again, and he pushed 
his hands down onto my wrists, pinning 
me more firmly. He rocked his hips from 
side to side, and when | wasn’t expecting 
it, he nipped my neck with his teeth. 

It was my turn to groan. 

My pussy quivered around his shaft. He 
uttered a breathless sound. A desperate 
sound. | moved up beneath him and 
bucked against his restraining hands. My 
excitement was at a zenith, my breath 
harsh in my throat. 

“Fuck me. Fill me up. Come in me? 
| sighed. 

And he did, his body going rigid against 
me on a final thrust. The slide of his cock 
in my swollen depths pushed me over the 
edge. | joined him, exhaling my pleasure as 
| shuddered. 

He collapsed on top of me, and | felt his 
heart beating against my chest. 

| didn’t always stray when Clay left on a 
trip, but when | did, | never regretted it. 


-Y.T., Atlanta, Ga. 


Have you had a secret affair and 
you’re dying to spill the beans? Mail 
your story to Penthouse Letters, 
Department SO, 28328 Witherspoon 
Parkway, Valencia, CA 91355, or email 
it to letters@penthouse.com. 
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here were three 
different guys who'd 
wanted to take me out 
for a “romantic evening” 
last Valentine’s Day. 
But the idea of such an 
outing made my gut curdle. | didn’t want 
any part of it. 

It wasn’t that | didn’t like men. | was 
all about sex with guys. Only on a few 
occasions had | ever fooled around with 
women. | didn’t think there was anything 
inherently wrong with the dudes, 
emotionally or otherwise. But | didn’t like 
all the forced trappings connected with 
the holiday. 

| ended up sharing my feelings with 
my coworker Yvonne, after she asked 
me what my plans were. | told her about 
the three men who wanted to wine and 
dine me. 

“Christ,” | muttered in the break room. 
“They'd show up with flowers, | bet. 

Or chocolates. Or both. Then there’d 
be this excruciatingly fancy restaurant, 
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with food on the menu | wouldn’t even 
recognize. Then-—I don’t know—probably 
dancing. Not clubbing, mind you. 
Dancing. Ugh? 

Yvonne, who'd always been friendly 
toward me, offered a sweet laugh. 

“Sounds horrible,” she said with 
mock contempt. 

“You're being sarcastic.’ 

She sipped her tea and said, “Yep.” 

“Let me explain.” We were sitting at a 
small table in a corner. | leaned toward 
her and said, “It’s bullshit. It’s absolutely 
make-believe. I’m all for romantic 
gestures and the expression of genuine 
feeling. But that fucking holiday crams it 
down people’s throats like it’s some kind 
of obligation. | loathe it” 

Yvonne took a few moments 
to consider my words and then 
asked, “Couldn't you explain this to 
your suitors?” 

| shook my head and replied, “They’d 
be hurt. They’d think | was dissing them, 
not the stupid holiday.’ | reached over 


and patted her hand. “Hell, you’re the 
only one | can talk to about this.’ 

She looked down at my hand, and 
a strange, almost sensual expression 
played over her pretty features. 

“T'll tell you what,’ she said softly. “I 
will take you out. We won't do anything 
romantic at all. No hearts and flowers. 
Just fun, dumb stuff. What do you say?” 

My hand was still on hers. | enjoyed 
feeling the warmth and smoothness 
of her skin. For a moment, something 
crackled in the air between us. | decided 
it was conspiratorial sisterhood. | also 
decided her proposal rocked. 

“It’s a date,’ | said. My voice was soft, 
too, but | heard an urgency playing 
beneath my words. 

So, the night of our outing came 
around at last. I'd gently turned down 
the three guys who'd wanted to rock my 
romantic world, telling them—truthfully— 
that | had other plans. | got into a 
comfy pair of Jeans and an oversized 
sweatshirt, and waited for Yvonne to 


pick me up. Our night out would be my 
first time seeing her outside of work. 

When she came gunning up to my 
place on a motorcycle, | didn’t know 
it was her at first. | laughed when she 
took off her helmet. She was wearing a 
badass black leather jacket and boots. 
She grinned and tossed me a spare 
helmet. 

“Get on,” she said. 

| hadn't ridden on a motorcycle in 
years. | hesitated, then threw caution to 
the wind and hopped on. 

“Put your arms around me, and hang 
on!” Yvonne called out. 

| did, and she hit the throttle. We went 
zipping down the street. | felt the wind 
and smelled the bike’s exhaust. The 
engine rumbled all through my body, 
tickling my bones. Exhilaration buzzed 
within me, and | practically squealed in 
Yvonne's ear. 

“| hope you're hungry!” she yelled. 

| realized she meant to take me to 
dinner. Just like any other date. But after 
we'd traveled halfway across the city, 
whipping through the streets, | saw we 
definitely weren't going anyplace fancy. 

We roared up to a streetside stand, 
ordered chili dogs and cheese-drenched 
curly fries, and ate at an outdoor table. 
Passersby admired Yvonne's bike. She 
looked like a real biker babe in her outfit. 

| wolfed down the wondertully 
unhealthy and unromantic meal and 
confessed, “I’m having a great time.’ 

She tossed her head and cockily 
replied, “Of course you are. You’re out 
with the hottest date in the city” 

It almost sounded like she meant it. 

| burped, wiped my mouth and asked, 
“Where next?” 

Yvonne knew of an underground 
club with old arcade-style video games. 
Once there, she produced two rolls of 
quarters, and we went nuts. It was a 
hell of a lot of fun, and as lacking in fake 
romance as possible. 

Afterward, she rode me back to her 
place where she announced her plans 
for us to drink beer and watch horror 
movies. But something had stirred in 
me as I'd sat behind her on the cycle 
with my arms wrapped around her. | 
was vastly appreciative that she’d gone 
to all that trouble for me. | also felt an 
unexpected thrill of desire. It had been 
a while since I’d done anything sexual 


with another woman, but the urge was 
creeping up on me. 

| knocked back a beer, watching my 
host out of the corner of my eye as she 
sat on the couch. On the TV, a big bald 
guy in overalls was swinging a medieval 
mace, chasing college kids through 
the woods. 

| slid along the seat, moving closer to 
Yvonne, and tentatively put a hand on 
her leg. She kept watching the movie. 
Just as | was about to pull my hand 
away, she said, “If you want to fuck, 
don’t expect me to court you.’ 

My breath caught in my throat; | liked 
the harshness in her voice. 

“| won't) | replied. 

“OK, then,” she responded. 


“Her rear rose 
again, and her 
body went as taut 
as a bowstring as 
juices flooded 
my mouth.” 


She snapped off the TV, tossed 
away the remote and turned to me. She 
grabbed the front of my sweatshirt and 
fairly yanked me toward her. | released 
an excited gasp. She mashed her mouth 
against mine in a big sloppy kiss. It was 
the most aggressive first kiss of my life. 
| jammed my tongue hard against hers. 
She tasted like beer and female hotness. 
| realized how many preliminaries would 
have been necessary to get to this stage 
with any of the guys | might've gone 
out with that night. Even if I'd told them 
outright that | just wanted sex, | was sure 
there’d have been second-guessing and 
uncomfortable questions. 

Yvonne saw the rawness of my 
desires. Our evening wasn’t about dumb 
bullshit. | shouldn't expect romance? 
Fine by me. Bring on the sex! 

Still gripping my sweatshirt, Yvonne 


hauled me to my feet, then led me down 
the hall. Her heavy boots clomped 
loudly against the wooden floor. | liked 
the sound. As soon as we entered her 
bedroom, she let me go. 

“Strip,” she demanded bluntly. 

No courting indeed. She stood with 
a fist cocked against her left hip, her 
eyes glinting like metal. | squirmed, 
feeling nervous and aroused. I'd never 
been with a woman who'd acted like 
Yvonne. | took off my sweatshirt, then 
stepped out of my jeans. | felt vulnerable 
in my underwear, but it was an oddly 
good feeling. 

“Did | say stop?” she barked. 

| reached back to undo my bra, but 
temporarily froze. | wanted to show her 
my tits, but something in my mental 
programming maybe couldn't cope with 
how divergent the moment was from 
every other seduction in my adult life. 

Yvonne wasn’t having it. She pulled 
the brassiere off me. Without pausing, 
she literally tore off my panties. | heard 
the fabric rip. | stood naked before 
her, and she looked me up and down 
appraisingly. Yvonne had been upfront 
with me: no romance. We were cutting 
right to the sexual chase. 

Of course, | knew | could get dressed 
and walk out if | so chose. In fact, she 
seemed to be waiting to see if | was 
going to chicken out. She even flicked 
her eyes toward the door and nodded, 
as if she were offering me an out. | 
grinned, silently letting her know | wasn't 
going anywhere. 

An undeniable impulse grabbed 
me, and | insisted, “Now you take your 
fucking clothes off? 

She seemed surprised by my brusque 
tone, but | soon saw an excited flush 
come over her face. She swiftly peeled 
off her top. She wasn’t wearing a bra, 
and her tiny tits looked gorgeous. Her 
nipples stood out as stiffly as mine. She 
undid her pants and shimmied them off 
her hips. She clearly wanted to fuck as 
badly as me. 

Part of me wished she’d keep her 
boots on, but practicality won out and 
she was soon nude. We held hands and 
climbed onto the bed together, lying 
down side by side. Her skin felt like silk, 
and | loved the sweet softness of her. 

Once again our lips met, and this 
time our kiss was more leisurely, though 


45 


46 


NJ EROTICA 


a. 


< 
od 
- 
“a 


no less intimate. Our tongues danced, 
and she ground her lips against mine. 

| pulled her tightly against me, our 
breasts pressing together. She put her 
thigh between my legs, and | rubbed my 
dampened pussy on her. 

Her hands moved over me. Her 
touches were confident, even assertive, 
but we were clearly equals. She didn’t 
want any romantic nonsense either. We 
weren't falling in love. If she’d wanted a 
sentimental date with me, she would’ve 
arranged things differently. 

| returned her touches, relishing the 
sleek firmness of muscle beneath the 
outer softness of her skin. | could tell she 
worked out; | sensed an innate strength 
in her. It was no wonder she could 
handle her motorcycle like she did. 

| reached between her legs, grazing 
her outer lips with my fingertips. Her full- 
body shiver was gratifying, but there was 
nothing dainty in the response. She liked 
my touch and definitely wanted more. 

My middle digit sank between her 
slick folds, and | felt her internal heat. | 
smelled her excitement—and my own. | 
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wanted to taste her. | pulled my finger 
out and brought it to my mouth, sucking 
the digit as she watched. 

It had been too long since I'd 
experienced a woman's tangy flavor, 
and | made sure to express how much | 
liked it. However, that slight taste wasn’t 
enough. | wanted the full rush of her 
essence In my mouth. 

| scrambled down her body. All the 
instincts honed from my previous lesbian 
episodes were alive and well in me. The 
mechanics hadn't been lost. | slid into 
the cradle of her legs. Her thighs closed 
around my shoulders, and her pussy 
glistened before my face. 

With a groan of desire, | dropped 
my mouth onto her. She didn’t shiver 
this time. She thrashed, and her hips 
bucked. Her ass lifted off the mattress 
as she mashed her pussy against my 
face. | drove my tongue into her, her 
juices already coating my lips and chin. 
After my brief tongue-fuck tease, | 
sought out the pulsing source-point of 
her need. 

Yvonne's clit was swollen and 


awaiting my attention. | lavished licks 
upon her lovely little bud. She continued 
to writhe, and knowing | was directly 
responsible for her pleasure was 
extremely satisfying. 

Her legs tightened around me. Her 
cries rose in volume as she rushed 
toward ecstasy. | wouldn’t have to ask 
her afterward if she’d climaxed. Her rear 
rose again, and her body went as taut as 
a bowstring as juices flooded my mouth. 
| could’ve drunk from her sweet fountain 
all day. Her flavor suffused my senses. 

| sat up and rolled onto my back. | 
felt languid and wonderful. Lust burned 
within me, but | knew my new lover 
would see to my wants. 

The bed shifted, and | figured Yvonne 
was moving to go down on me. | had no 
doubt hers was a talented mouth. But 
after a few seconds | realized she'd left 
the bed. | looked toward a corner of the 
bedroom. She was just turning away 
from a dresser, and when she faced 
me, | saw she was sporting a strap-on. 
The dildo was realistically shaped. She 
strode back toward the bed with her 
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silicone cock bobbing. She looked 
surprisingly natural with it attached 
to her. 

“That's quite a hard-on you've got,” | 
said. | meant It to be a joke, but my voice 
was quivering. Though I'd been with 
women before, I’d never gotten fucked 
by one like Yvonne obviously had in mind 
to do to me. The prospect felt like an 
adventure—fun but a little scary, too. 

“Why don’t you come here and 
taste it,’ she said matter-of-factly, while 
stopping at the foot of the bed. 

| hesitated, not out of nervousness— 
but because | didn’t quite get it. She 
wanted me to suck it? Why? | crawled 
toward her anyway. 

On my hands and knees, | opened 
my mouth and wrapped my lips around 
the tip of the toy. The thing was molded 
quite convincingly. The cockhead had 
the right shape. As | sucked down her 
shaft, | realized it was squiggled with 
little veins, like a real dick. 

It had no flavor, of course, but | 
was still determined to show off my 
cocksucking skills. 

“Oh yeah, suck me. That’s so good?’ 
she murmured. 

So we were pretending? Fine. | 
sucked her right down to the base, 
taking the knob into my throat. | was 
seriously getting into this, helped 
along by Yvonne's throaty words of 
encouragement. Her hips moved, and 
she was halfway fucking my face. 

My excitement was climbing and 
my pussy streaming. Finally, mercifully, 
she pulled away and pushed me over 
onto my back. | lay back, legs spread, 
wanting her—needing her—to fuck me. 
She jumped onto the bed and climbed 
on top of me. 

Yvonne plunged her dick into me in 
one forceful lunge. That fake cockhead 
I'd been sucking was suddenly nudging 
my internal core. Great waves of 
pleasure swamped me. Our tits were 
pressed together, and | felt the hard 
buds of her aroused nipples. 

She worked her hips, and her 
movements were so assured, so natural. 
It was like the faux dick really was a part 
of her. After several eager strokes, she 
said, “Does my cock feel good in you?” 

| panted, “So...fucking...good!” 

It was no lie. She fucked me harder, 
and the mattress bounced beneath us. 
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| closed my hands over the cheeks of 
her ass and encouraged her to pound 
me. She obliged, hammering me and 
plunging her cock into my cunt over and 
over. 

My bliss spiraled exponentially until 
pleasure ricocheted through me. | was 
overwhelmed by ecstasy, and as | cried 
out, | clutched Yvonne’s undulating body 
like it was the last hunk of driftwood ina 
typhoon. | felt my climax from my scalp 
to my toes. 

My lover let me bask in the afterglow 
for all of about three seconds. Then she 
was climbing off and urging me onto my 
hands and knees. 

“I’m going to do you doggy-style!” 
she announced. 

| was still dazed from my orgasm—but 
had no objection. She slipped the toy 
into me from behind. The new angle 
delivered new pleasures, and my pussy 
continued to throb with joy. 

| rocked back against her energetic 
thrusts, timing my motions so | took her 
as deeply as possible each time. If she’d 


but in a good way. She applied more 
pressure with her thumb, deliberately 
sinking inside, and a wicked thrill 
coursed through me. 

| didn’t wait for her to probe me more. 
| looked back over my shoulder and said, 
“Go on, fuck my ass!” 

Yvonne made an inarticulate, 
animalistic sound. She hastily pulled 
her toy from my pussy, then pressed the 
juice-slickened cockhead against my 
asshole. Like lesbian sex, it had been a 
while since I’d indulged in any anal play. 
But at that moment, | wanted it badly. 

The cock slid slowly into me, 
despite Yvonne’s obvious eagerness 
to spear me. My back passage readily 
accommodated the wonderful invasion. 
Soon she’d sunk herself all the way in. 
My back channel gripped the dildo as 
extreme pleasures threatened to break 
loose in me. 

As she started stroking away, a deep 
happiness took hold of me. This was the 
date | hadn’t known | needed. It was the 
perfect antidote to bullshit, made-up, 


“T closed my hands over the cheeks 
of her ass and encouraged her to 


pound me.” 


been a guy, I'd have complimented her 
on her cocksmanship. | half expected 
to feel balls spanking my slit. She 
really knew what she was doing with 
that strap-on. 

Yvonne grunted, and | wondered 
if she really was getting off—l mean, 
physically—by fucking me. | thought of 
the times I’d gotten so excited while 
blowing a guy that a sneaky little orgasm 
overtook me. Maybe Yvonne was 
experiencing something like that. 

But either way, | knew what | was 
experiencing: another sweet rush of 
climactic rapture. | cried out again, my 
voice ragged, as my pleasure simmered 
and ultimately boiled over. Yvonne kept 
stroking into me. Her hand rested on my 
ass, and her thumb trailed between my 
cheeks to graze my asshole. 

The sensation made me shudder, 


romantic nonsense, and Yvonne was my 
oh-so-very practical lover. 

She boned my ass, and in the depths 
of my being, sexual jubilation slowly 
gathered. | could tell when my climax 
arrived, it would turn me inside-out. | 
relished its unhurried building, even as 
Yvonne fucked me harder and harder. 

Yet, somehow, amid all this callous, 
carnal merriment there was some feeling 
present. Some sentiment. | felt warmly 
toward my friend, and | suspected she 
felt the same toward me. There was a 
strong vibe between us. Maybe when 
this was over, we could talk about 
becoming regular lovers. 

But for now, she was fucking my 
asshole, and | was coming—and Judging 
by the raw cries emerging from her 
throat, she was coming with me. My 
beautiful babe with her strap-on.Ot-= 


a 
See VERONICA, KRISTOF & VINCE 


50 Penthouse Letters 


ee VERONICA, KRISTOF & VINCE 


6 VERONICA, KRISTOF & VINCE 


: 


IVEEARNED MY BONUS!" 


—VERONIGA 


Coffee buddies turn up the heat 
on their casual connection, leading 
to a steaming-hot hookup. 


BY CORINNA WILKINS 
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very Sunday | treat 
myself to an overly 
large, Super syrupy 
specialty coffee at my 
local café. That’s how | 
met Gregory. 

At first, we connected over our 
mutual love of ridiculous coffee flavors. 
Eventually, our conversations turned 
to favorite pastimes and books. One 
day, Gregory finally fulfilled my wish—he 
asked me to go on a date with him. 

| asked when he'd like to meet, and 
he replied, “I’m free right now.’ 

So, we took our too sweet coffees 
to-go and went for a walk in the park. 
The walk turned into lunch, then dinner, 
and later, Gregory asked if | would be 
interested in finishing the evening at his 
place. 

Of course, | agreed. He ushered me 
into a cab, and before | knew it, we 
pulled up in front of a high-rise building, 
the kind with a doorman who actually 
opens Car doors. 

Once we were safely ensconced in 
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the privacy of the elevator, Gregory 
asked, “May | kiss you?” 

Though the words sounded awfully 
prim and proper, the smoldering look 
in his eyes was anything but. A wave of 
excitement rushed over me. It triggered 
a tightness in my chest that forced me 
to take the tiniest breaths. 

| nodded, not trusting myself to 
choose the right words to respond. 

He didn’t seem to mind my silence. 
He enveloped me in his arms and 
held me close to his chest. Gregory's 
lips connected with mine. | closed my 
eyes, and the rest of the world faded 
away. Whether my reaction was rooted 
in weeks of anticipation or a genuine 
appreciation for our mutual interests, 
| can’t say. All | know is that when he 
kissed me, | felt lighter, like my feet 
might float off of the ground and | 
would fly away. 

And then they did. | wasn’t flying, 
though. Gregory had cupped my ass 
cheeks in his hands and lifted me up. 
On instinct, | wrapped my legs around 


his waist and moved my hands from 
the nape of his neck up to his thick 
hair. | combed my fingers through his 
unkempt locks and twisted the strands 
so they wrapped around my digits. 

| was so swept up in the moment it 
didn’t really register that it was taking 
an inordinately long time to reach 
Gregory's floor. At first, | didn’t even 
bother to open my eyes when the 
chime finally sounded to warn that the 
doors would open. | simply allowed him 
to carry me into the hall. 

At least, I'd assumed we still had 
to walk to his front door. Imagine my 
surprise when Gregory set me down 
in front of expansive floor-to-ceiling 
windows that framed a stunning skyline 
view. 

| took in my surroundings for the 
first time since our lips touched. The 
elevator doors were set back in a small 
foyer that led right to Gregory’s living 
room. 

“Amazing, isn’t it?” he said. His 
strong, capable hands skimmed along 


my waist and hips. “The view is what 
sold me on the place.’ 

Gregory spun me around to face 
him and added, “But it’s even more 
beautiful with you here.” 

He caressed my lips with his again 
and walked me back until | bumped up 
against the cool glass. 

“Right now, I’m more interested in 
this view,’ he said. 

His eyes swept over my body, taking 
time to linger on my curves. 

“Tell me, what do you like?” he asked. 

His hands swooped up to my 
breasts. He caught the globes in his 
palms and squeezed them gently, 
then his fingers fanned out to find my 
nipples through my shirt. 

“Do you have sensitive breasts?” 
he asked. 

His thumbs moved swiftly over the 
swollen pebbles that he could surely 
feel through my shirt. 

“Maybe you enjoy a firm hand on your 
ass?” he continued. 

He reached around my back 
and landed a playful smack on one 
butt cheek. 

“| think,” | interrupted, “that we should 
take things slow.’ 

| angled my head to expose the 
sensitive swath of skin that sits just 
beneath my ear and proposed, “How 
about you kiss my neck, and see where 
that leads you?” 

A sly smile lifted the corners of 
his lips. 

“With pleasure,’ he purred. 

Once again, Gregory’s lips were on 
me. He eased me into the experience, 
starting with a few delicate kisses 
before gradually upping the intensity. 

It was clear that Gregory used my 
reactions as his guide. When | writhed 
against him in search of traction, he 
grazed the line of my neck with the 
edge of his teeth, then he soothed 
every inch with a series of soft kisses. 

“Oh,” | moaned. 

| hooked one leg over his hip and 
rolled my body, allowing my clothing- 
covered pussy to slide against his 
sturdy thigh. When | moved, my other 
leg bumped up against the bulge 
tucked inside Gregory’s unassuming 
corduroys. | scooped my hand under 
the hardened hump of his bulge and 
caressed him through his pants. 


“| like this,” | cooed with delight. 
Sensing an opportunity to take the 
reins, | shimmied down to the floor and 

settled on my knees in front of him. 

Choosing to mirror his words from 
earlier, | asked, “Tell me, Gregory. 
What do you like?” | smoothed my 
open hands over his thighs, moving 
dangerously close to his erection. “Are 
you a fan of having your dick sucked?” 

“Y-yes,’ he stuttered. 

It seemed that by turning the tables 
on Gregory | had shaken his bravado. 
| liked it. Confidence is sexy, but there 
is something oh-so-intoxicating about 
a partner who gets flustered when they 
become the center of attention. It really 
fires me up. 

| ran my finger over the fly on his 


“That was all it 
took to trigger an 
explosive release. 

My pussy tightened 
and twitched.” 


pants and found it was a button-up—not 
a zipper in sight. 

Perfect. 

| opened the button on the 
waistband, then | ran my finger down 
the edge of the opening, watching with 
great satisfaction as every fastening 
popped open with little more than a 
light tug. 

Not willing to waste another second, 
| grabbed hold of the fabric at the 
center of his thighs and yanked it so 
hard that the pants fell straight to 
his ankles. 

Liberated from the confines of his 
slacks, Gregory’s erection seemed to 
grow even larger. It tented the front of 
his briefs, straining the fabric so that | 
could very clearly see the flared ridge 
of his cockhead. A small, wet patch had 


started to grow there from his leaking 
pre-come. Damn, | wanted a taste of 
him. | was positively salivating just 
from the thought of his essence hitting 
my tongue. 

Before | could get ahead of myself, | 
took a breath and swallowed hard. If | 
wanted to suck Gregory’s dick, | would 
need to free him from his underwear 
first. | licked my lips to steel myself 
against my own impatience, then | 
smoothed my hand over the outline of 
his fabric-clad cock. Even through the 
material, | felt the heat radiating from 
his rod. 

Briefly denying myself the pleasure 
of deep-throating Gregory made my 
whole body buzz. Despite having never 
so much as licked his dick before, | 
swear | could already taste his flavor on 
my tongue. 

Finally, | took the plunge and slipped 
my hand inside his Y-front. The silky 
skin of his hard cock felt magnificent 
against my fingertips, and | knew it 
would only get better when | drove him 
inside my mouth. 

| took his shaft in my fist, guided it 
through the gap in his fly and pressed 
the tip to my lips. | nuzzled and kissed 
his crown. His pre-come had only 
glossed my lips, and already | was 
euphoric. The barest hint of his savory 
flavor teased my tongue. Hungry for 
more, | eased Gregory’s rigid dick into 
my mouth. 

“Mmm,’ | hummed. 

My mouth was gloriously full of cock. 
| wriggled my tongue against Gregory's 
girth. | moved my head from side to 
side and pulled back until only the tip of 
him remained between my lips. Drunk 
with the power that can only be gained 
by holding a man’s cock in your mouth, 
| sucked harder. 

Gregory groaned, and his body 
rocked forward. It was quite rewarding, 
seeing this strapping, powerful man so 
overcome with passion-thanks to little 
old me. 

While he was busy enjoying my oral 
affections, | snuck a hand inside the 
leg hole of his briefs, so | could cup 
his balls. | didn’t have much space to 
move, but It was enough to stroke his 
sac with the tips of my fingers. 

Gregory’s hips thrust gently, but they 
quickened with each stroke. 
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He pistoned his cock into my mouth, 
a gruff grunt accentuating each of his 
sharp thrusts. He moved with such 
speed that the dome-shaped head of 
his dick repeatedly tapped the back of 
my throat. He rested his hands on my 
head, clutched my hair and groaned, 
“Don't stop” 

Gregory's hips rocked wildly. His 
erratic movements caused my fingers 
to shift from his balls to the small 
expanse of skin that sits between his 
sac and his asshole. My digits pressed 
firmly against his sensitive flesh. His 
hips bucked while he shouted a string 
of words that certainly weren’t English, 
but | understood the sentiment all 
the same. 

By then, my mouth wasn’t the only 
part of my body watering for Gregory’s 
hard cock. | felt the dampness increase 
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between my thighs. It seeped from 

my core and spread all over my pussy 
lips, creating a cool spot in my panties 
which clung to my skin. 

Wanting to deliver maximum 
pleasure, | began to hum again. With 
my mouth full, the sound had nowhere 
to go. It echoed between my tongue 
and cheeks and rippled over Gregory’s 
dick, adding another layer of sensation 
to his blowjob experience. 

That was the final push that sent 
Gregory careening over the edge. He 
twisted my hair in his fists and fucked 
my mouth until his thick, luscious cream 
overflowed and dribbled down my chin. 

| drank up all the come | could, of 
course. | didn't stop sucking until his 
cock ran dry. 

When Gregory eased his dick from 
my mouth, he gazed down at me with 


a look of pure satisfaction lighting 
his face. 

“It’s your turn now,’ he said. 

He took my hand and helped me 
stand. Once | was on my feet, he 
immediately whipped off my shirt. 
Next, he focused his attention on my 
jeans. His fingers danced around the 
waistband, making their way to the 
button at the center. He popped that 
open easily, then he pulled the zipper 
down slowly as if savoring the unveiling 
of a particularly delicious treat. 

My pants parted to reveal the tiny 
lace triangle at the front of my panties. 
The material barely covered my mound 
and was fairly see-through at that. | 
knew from experience that my clit and 
cleft would be easy to locate without 
having to discard the garment. 

As if reading my mind, Gregory 
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tucked his finger right above the 
bottom of the zipper and immediately 
collided with my clit. 

“Oh,” | gasped. 

Without thinking, | pitched my hips 
and landed at just the right angle to 
force him to apply more pressure to my 
aching bud. 

“You like that?” Gregory asked. 

He pressed a little harder and circled 
the pad of his finger against me. 

“What if | were to replace my finger 
with my tongue?” 

He laid another kiss on my lips. It 
was perfectly choreographed to remind 
me of how talented he is in the art of 
oral seduction. 

| moaned again. Not exactly an 


enthusiastic yes, but it would have to do. 


“Good,” Gregory said, “because | 
can’t wait to taste you.’ 

He slid his hands inside the legs of 
my pants and glided them along my 
thighs, shucking them from my body. 
When he reached my knees, he drifted 
around to their backs and followed the 
curves of my calves all the way to my 
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ankles. Once he landed at my feet, he 
turned his attention to my sneakers. 

“Let's just get these out of the way,” 
he murmured. 

He untied both laces with quick tugs, 
then he lifted my feet, one at a time, 
careful to support me while he removed 
my shoes, socks and pants. 

“Much better,” he said. 

He looked up at me, taking stock 
of my lingerie-clad body. His eyes 
lingered on the flimsy panties | wore. 
My pussy felt hot and swollen with 
uncontrolled arousal. 

“You are stunning,’ he whispered. 

He stroked my feet and ankles 
before coasting back up my calves. 
When he got to my knees, his fingers 
shifted to drift along my inner thighs. 
His fingernails grazed my sensitive skin, 
leaving a fresh patch of goose bumps 
in their wake. 

By the time he reached the juncture 
of my thighs, my whole body buzzed 
with anticipation. | knew from his kisses 
that the man was quite talented with his 
tongue, and now it was clear he was 


ee 


skilled with his hands as well. 

When Gregory finally found my 
pussy, | breathed a deep sigh of relief. 
I’d fantasized about that moment for 
weeks. Finally, his hands were where 
I'd wanted them to be. 

| closed my eyes, so | could really soak 
it all in. His fingertips traced the edges of 
the leg holes of my panties. They started 
at my sides and moved along the elastic 
trim, working their way down until they 
landed between my legs. He reached 
beneath the fabric to stroke my cunt, 
stoking the flames of my lust. 

My pussy wasn’t just wet; it was 
positively drenched. Honey had spread 
from my slit, soaked my panties and 
moistened my thighs. 

Gregory removed my undies, and 
things really heated up. The absence of 
fabric gave him full access to my cunt. 
He used his lips, tongue and fingers 
to thoroughly explore every nook and 
cranny from my asshole to my clit. 

During one of his passes over my 
exposed gash, Gregory dipped his 
tongue Inside my pussy hole. He 
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wiggled the soft muscle until he was 
nestled inside and sealed his lips 
firmly against my slippery flesh. Then 
he placed a thumb atop my clit and 
rubbed it until | was nearly overcome 
with ecstasy. 

“Oh God! Oh Gregory!” | cried out. 

My lover pulled back, then dunked 
his thumb into my cleft to dampen 
the pad. He glided back to my clit 
and drew tiny circles over the pulsing 
button. My legs quaked as the force 
of my pleasure threatened to take me 
down. | rested my hands on Gregory’s 
head for support and clutched his hair 
as if | hoped my grip on him might keep 
me from falling down. 

The familiar tension that precedes a 
climax began to build within my body. 
My limbs grew stiff, and my breathing 
became shallow. | knew it wouldn't 
be much longer before | would erupt 
orgasmically. | was teetering on the 
edge when Gregory snuck his free 
hand over to my asshole and massaged 
the puckered hole. 

That was all it took to trigger an 
explosive release. My pussy tightened 
and twitched, while the rest of my 
muscles turned to mush. If not for 
Gregory, | might have collapsed. But he 
held me steady, determined to milk my 
orgasm for all it was worth. 

When my vision cleared and | finally 
caught my breath, Gregory stood to his 
full height and pulled me into a warm 
embrace. His erection poked against 
my belly, apparently roused and ready 
for round two. 

The truth is that | was, too. | wanted 
to feel Gregory’s girth pummeling my 
pussy. If his tongue could provide me 
such pleasure, what would his thick 
and throbbing manhood do? 

There was only one way to find out. 
| took Gregory’s dick in my fist and 
pumped him until another bead of pre- 
come formed on its head. 

“Fuck me, Gregory,’ | begged. 

“With pleasure’ 

He laid me down on the couch and 
slipped a soft velvet throw pillow under 
my ass to angle me just so. Then he 
sank his dick inside my still rippling 
pussy and pumped. 

“Oh yes! Gregory, yes,” | moaned. 

He kicked off a dizzying rhythm 
that was certain to send us both into 


“He kicked off a dizzying rhythm 
that was certain to send us both 


into rapture.” 


rapture. | wound my legs around his 
waist and lifted my ass to absorb the 
full force of his fucking. 

Although he never did remove my bra 
completely, Gregory still got to my tits. 
He flipped down the cups to expose 
my nipples, trapped one between his 
lips and pinched the other between 
his fingers. 

Aftershocks from my orgasm still 
echoed within my body. There was no 
doubt that another would claim me 
soon. Until then, | was content to enjoy 
the weight and warmth of his body. 

My pussy constricted around 


Gregory's cock, causing another 
collection of unintelligible sounds to fall 
from his lips. Still, he fucked me harder. 
He moved so fast that his balls slapped 
against my ass. 

And then, like dominos, we fell one 
right after the other. 

| never did leave Gregory’s apartment 
that night—or the one after that either. 
We spent the whole weekend sharing 
coffee at his place and getting to know 
one another intimately, and we'd spend 
the next one doing that, too. But our 
initial evening together was, without a 
doubt, my most unforgettable lay. 0+-= 
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he was in my arms, this 
beautiful woman, as music 
pounded in the night. My 
senses were insanely 
heightened. | distinctly felt 
a line of sweat between 
my shoulder blades, sticking my concert 
T-shirt to my back. | smelled the coconut 
shampoo perfuming her hair. | thought 

| somehow heard the chirp of crickets 
through the din of the band as they 
played what was probably going to be 
their final encore. 

But mostly | was keenly aware of the 
hot thrill working within me, and the 
answering excitement from this female 
body writhing against mine. 

My mouth was still tingling. She’d 
just broken our slavering, tongue- 
dancing kiss. In the dimness behind the 
concession tent, | saw her eyes glimmer. 
Her breasts, straining against a similar 
T-shirt of her own, pushed against my 
chest. Her crotch pressed my groin, 
where my cock had swelled mightily in 
my jeans. 

She gasped, “We've got until the end 
of this song.’ 

| didn’t know why this limitation was in 
force, but | wasn’t going to waste time 
questioning it. She'd laid down the rules: 
till the end of the song. 

OK, let’s make the most of it. 

Our lips mashed hungrily together 
again. Her arms went around me, 
and she groped my ass, pulling me 
tighter against her. At the same time, 
she ground herself on my hard-on. 
Emboldened—and shuddering with 
pleasure—I brought a hand to her tit. She 
wore no bra, and her erect nipple stuck 
out proudly beneath the thin fabric. | 
squeezed her breast, and she moaned 
into my mouth. 

This had all happened so fast. I’d been 
watching the band for the past hour. 
They were slaying it, grinding out high- 
octane rock. We were at a weekend- 
long outdoor music festival with multiple 
stages. 

I'd seen her grooving in the crowd, 
dancing alone with her head bobbing 
and her body swaying. | was instantly 
struck with lust. She must have sensed 
me watching her because she turned, 
looked right at me and grinned. Damn, 
she was pretty! | took a tentative step 
toward her, but she shook her head and 


nodded toward the back of the crowd. 
| followed her as she moved in that 
direction. | wondered if she was at the 
event with someone. 

When she reached a clear patch of 
ground, she sized me up. | liked the feel 
of her gaze on me. But | liked it even 
better when she smiled with approval, 
took my hand and led me around behind 
the concession tent. There were no 
introductions, no words at all, in fact— 
not until she’d said the thing about the 
end of the song. With that, we were 
making out and groping one another 
like crazy. 

| pushed up her T-shirt and caressed 
her bare tits. She undid my jeans 
and, without ceremony, pulled out my 
straining cock. | bit down a groan, even 
though no one would probably hear me 
over the thunder of the band’s finale. 
| hoped to hell they played the long 
version of this song. 

She immediately started pumping my 
shaft. Following suit, | reached down 
and raked up her skirt. | yanked aside 
her panties and slipped two fingers 
into her already streaming pussy. She 
bucked and jerked me harder and faster. 

The song reached its shrieking bridge; 
| knew there wasn’t much time left. 
| pulled my fingers free and worked 
her swollen clit. My balls ached as 
she jacked my cock. My jeans were 
halfway down my legs. Her juices were 
streaming over my fingers. 

There was strange erotic beauty in 
the anonymity of our hookup. She was 
a nameless object of my lust, and | was 
the same to her. There we were, without 
any preliminaries, without any chance to 
trip each other up with social miscues. 
Instead, we'd cut right to it, to our 
mutual sexual gratification. 

And that gratification was about 
to reach its climax. | felt myself being 
borne past the point of no return, while 
her body thrashed wildly. Beyond the 
tent, the band was gearing up for its 
grand finale. 

She cried out with orgasmic ecstasy, 
just as my jizz started flying. It spurted 
out in eruptions of pure pleasure, 
every spew like a grand triumph of 
physical bliss. 

“Thank you, good night!” the lead 
singer howled into the mic as the clamor 
of the music finally ended. 


She stepped back, tugging down her 
skirt, and | fumbled with my jeans. My 
spunk had striped the back of her hand. 
She raised it to her mouth and locked 
eyes with me as she licked up the goo. 
A fresh wave of desire seized me, but it 
was too late. The song was done. She 
turned and scampered away, while | was 
still zipping up. 

| scanned the grounds but couldn't 
find her again. The experience had been 
wonderful, but | wanted more. | wanted 
at least to know her name. Maybe the 
anonymous thing wasn't so great, after 
all. Or maybe the connection we’d made 
called for some follow-up. 

But she was gone. 


“Her lithe body 
undulated on the 
mattress, 
reminding me of 
her grooving 
dance moves.” 


The next day | checked out of my 
motel and drove back to the concert 
grounds, feeling listless. The remnants 
of the festival didn't cheer me up. All 
the headliners had already played. It 
was Sunday and just the secondary 
acts were onstage. People sprawled 
on blankets, listening half-heartedly, like 
they'd partied too hard the previous 
day and just wanted to lie in the warm 
noonday sun, which held the promise 
of spring. 

| didn’t see the woman | was hoping 
to find. Eventually, | decided to leave. 

It was going to be a long drive back to 
the city. 

In the thinned out parking lot, | came 
to a sudden halt. Someone was leaning 
against the front of my car with her arms 
crossed and her head at a tilt. She was 
looking my way, as if she’d been waiting 
for me. 

My mystery woman. 

| checked my impulse to rush toward 


her. | had the strange feeling she might 
fly away like a startled bird. Approaching 
slowly, | offered a friendly smile, which 
she returned. 

“How'd you know this was my car?” 
| asked. 

Really, though, | wanted to firmly 
establish that she was waiting for 
me, that this wasn’t some crazy 
random mistake. 

“| saw you leave last night,’ she said. 
“| memorized your license plate” 

“That raises a few more questions,’ | 
said, keeping my tone light. | still felt she 
might take flight, and | didn’t want that 
to happen. 

She grinned, and it made her already 
pretty face prettier by several degrees. 

She replied, “I work security here. Last 
night, | slipped off my lanyard badge and 
snuck out into the crowd. Wanted to see 
that band. I’m off duty now.’ 

Looking for something witty to say, | 
blurted out, “Well, I’m sorry | interrupted 
your viewing.’ 

| immediately wanted to kick myself. 

“Are you?” she asked impishly. 

This time, | said the right thing: “Not 
sorry one damn bit?’ 

“Me neither.’ 

So that quick sex act behind the 
tent really had happened, and we were 
both acknowledging it. Good. Great. 
Because | wanted more. 

“What's your name?” | asked. 

“Daphne. You?” 

“Dash.” There, introductions at last. 

“Dash. | love it’ Her eyes sparkled in 
the sun. “Come here, Dash. Kiss me.” 

| stepped up, and we kissed. It wasn’t 
like the night before. It didn’t have to be. 
But it wasn’t a safe chaste kiss, either. 
Her lips moved against mine, and | felt 
the heat rising off her body. She was 
dressed in cutoffs and a vest, and her 
body was lovely. 

When the kiss broke, she softly asked, 
“Want to come back to my place?” | 
nodded emphatically, and we got into 
my car. | followed her directions, and 
we pulled up to a cottage. She took 
me inside. It was a cozy place, with 
fun decor. 

But excitement was simmering hotly in 
me. The previous night’s memories were 
vivid in my head—along with the longing 
that had followed, the deep desire for 
more from this woman. From Daphne. 
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“So.” She faced me. “Coffee, tea, 
or...?” She dangled the last part like a 
lyric | should know. When she saw my 
baffled look, she tittered. But there was 
nothing mean in it. “It’s an old line. Not 
even sure what it’s from. It goes: Coffee, 
tea or me?” 

Easy answer. “You.” 

“Good.” She took my hand, and we 
went into the next room, which was 
her bedroom. She undid the vest and 
shrugged it off. | caught my breath. Her 
breasts were gorgeous-—firm and high, 
tipped with succulent pink nipples. 
She must have read my expression as 
encouragement because she kicked 
off her shoes and dropped the cutoffs 
and her panties. And there she stood, 
gloriously naked and exuding an 
undeniably confident sexuality. 
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After a pause, she added, “Unless 
you'd really prefer coffee or tea?” 

Her words snapped me into action. 
| quickly stripped, and my erect cock 
sprang straight out. Little bursts of 
energy seemed to crackle all across my 
skin. | remembered her hand on my rod. 
But now we would have time and space 
for anything we'd like to do. 

Daphne stepped toward me, and | 
met her. We seemed to flow together, 


arms going around each other smoothly. 


Our lips touched, a similar smooch to 
the one we'd shared in the parking lot. 
But then our kiss deepened, and our 
passion showed through. Our tongues 
came together and did a slow dance. 
My cock was pressed against her 
abdomen, but | wasn’t self-conscious. 
My state of arousal was as it should be. 


Daphne inflamed my senses. Even if 
we'd only had our very brief encounter, | 
still would’ve remembered her for a long 
time to come. As it stood, | assumed 
she’d leave a permanent impression in 
my memory. 

Her hands glided along my body, up 
my back to my shoulders. She gave me 
gentle squeezes, and | touched her as 
well. Her skin had a silky quality, and | 
couldn’t get enough of her. 

Her face was flushed when our kiss 
broke. She was breathing hard enough 
to jiggle her tits. She towed me by the 
hand to her bed and up onto it. We lay 
down facing one another, and there was 
heat and a seductive aroma coming off 
her body. It was the sweet scent of her 
arousal. | wanted to seriously breathe 
that in and taste Its source. 
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But for the moment, we caressed 
and explored one another. | stroked 
her breasts and played with her 
erect nipples. She reached around 
me to grope my ass, making sounds 
of approval. Our shared excitement 
seemed to skyrocket. We kissed again, 
our tongues tangling greedily. 

Together, we each reached for the 
other—her hand wrapping around my 
cock, my fingertips spreading her slick 
pussy lips. She shivered, and | sucked 
in air through my teeth. Immediate 
pleasure pulsed through my body; she 
had a knowing touch. The night before, 
she’d jerked me off in record time. 

But for our encore, she didn’t hurry. 
However, her grasp was still firm, her 
movements assured. 

Her damp groove enticed me, and 
| slipped a finger into her depths. Her 
lithe body undulated on the mattress, 
reminding me of her grooving dance 
moves from when Id first spotted her 
in the crowd at the concert. | delved 
deeper, exploring her wetness. 

She pulled on my shaft. Her thumb 
smeared a dribble of pre-come over 
my cockhead, and | bucked in a way 
that was almost beyond my control. 
Grinning, she brought the thumb up to 


Penthouse Letters 


her mouth and sucked it clean. 

“Mmm, | remember how good 
you taste. | want more,’ she 
said breathlessly. 

She scrambled down my body, my 
digit popping free of her pussy. She 
shouldered her way between my thighs. 
Her hand closed over my balls as her 
head moved into place, then her open 
mouth dropped onto my knob. 

| gasped as her tongue caressed 
my crown, even as the ring of her lips 
descended my staff. She still wasn’t 
hurrying, but neither was she wasting 
time. She sucked me right down to my 
nutsac, which she still gently cradled in 
her hand. 

I'd had good, well-meaning mouths 
on my cock before. I’d been sucked 
by some very orally talented women. 
But Daphne brought a gusto to the act 
| couldn’t match in my memory. She 
fell into a forceful tempo as her head 
bobbed. Her mouth didn’t let me go as 
she delivered some expert suction. With 
every downward plunge, my cockhead 
violated her throat. It felt incredible. 

As pleasure overtook me, | felt adrift 
on the bed. But Daphne soon kicked her 
blowjob into a higher gear. Her slurping 
mouth worked me intensely. Before | 
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could rein myself in, | was just about 
at the brink. | warned her, “I’m about 
to come!” 

But she didn’t seem care, and she 
didn’t stop. Thick jets of my spunk let 
loose, every spurt a crescendo of joy— 
not unlike the previous night's band 
bringing their song to its climax. Daphne 
kept her mouth on me, and | swear | 
heard her swallowing. 

Seconds later, she was leaning over 
me as | lay dazed. A drop of my cream 
glistened at the corner of her mouth. 
She said, “I have faith you can go a 
second time. Meanwhile, I’d like my 
pussy licked, please.’ 

You can't say no to good manners. 
| threw off my lethargy as she reclined 
with her legs spread. | hunkered 
into position to admire her gleaming 
pussy. | inhaled her enticing scent and 
eagerly swiped my tongue along her 
groove. She squealed and squirmed 
with delight. 

| settled in to eat her properly. | gave 
her a good, deep lick, getting a fine 
sample of her flavor. | plunged in deeper. 
Like a moth to flame, | went for her 
clit, which looked swollen and needy. 
| caressed her nub, playfully batting 
it. Her responses told me everything | 


needed to know. As | worked her harder, 
her hips jerked. Her fingers clawed at 
the bedcovers on either side of her. 

A cry rose in her throat, the sound 
climbing in pitch. 

When she came, her juices truly 
flowed. Like she’d done for me— 
because | was a good sport, and 
because | wanted to do it—I kept my 
mouth glued to her. Her honey flowed 
across my tongue, and | eagerly 
swallowed every drop. 

| sat up with my chin wet and my 
mouth tingling. She looked at me 
dreamily, her gaze dropping swiftly from 
my face. 

“Well, looks like that second time is 
ready to happen,” she quipped. 

My stiff cock was indeed jutting 
out proudly. 

She levered herself up and pushed 
me gently onto my back. She wanted to 
be on top, and that was fine with me. | 
lay back, and watched as this beautiful 
woman Climbed onto me. It still seemed 
improbable that all of this was occurring, 
that our fast, minimal encounter behind 
a concession tent had morphed into this 
glorious full-on sexcapade. 

As she fitted my cockhead into her 
pussy, the previous night’s music 
entered my mind. | imagined that | heard 
the raucous jangling chords, the whining 
feedback, but it was softer somehow. It 
seemed to echo across a crystalline lake 
in my memory as she lowered herself 
onto my pole. 

Pleasure took hold of her, a visible 
force of rising ecstasy. Her tits heaved, 
the nipples still pink and stiff. She 
ground down on me, taking me deep 
inside her cunt. | felt the firm clasp of 
her pussy walls hugging my shaft. My 
balls stirred, craving their impending 
eruptive bliss. 

She settled her knees, planted a palm 
flat on my chest and set off riding me. 
She moved with grace and confidence. 
| was what she wanted, and she was 
having me. | gripped her hips and thrust 
upward to meet her every downstroke. 

The bed rocked beneath us. In my 
head, the music continued to play. | 
knew that whenever | heard that song in 
the future, it would be accompanied by 
my exquisite memories of Daphne. 

We were locked together, cock to 
cunt, securing this moment for ourselves 


“My climax struck. I let my jizz goa 
second time, and it was fantastically 


intense.” 


alone. She rode me harder, rhythmically 
lifting her body and slamming It down. 
Her mouth hung open, a mouth I’d 
unloaded my come into moments earlier. 
For a few seconds it seemed her breath 
froze, then it burst out in a cry. It was an 
orgasmic shout. Her pussy tightened 
around my staff. | didn’t come with her, 
but | felt the energy radiating powerfully 
from her. 

When her body started to go limp, 
| caught her, and without withdrawing 
from her, | maneuvered her onto her 
back. Once | was atop her, | wasted 
no time. My own fresh excitement was 
building to a fever pitch. 

| made sure she was back in this 
world, then | started stroking into her in 
earnest. | quickly picked up speed. Our 
bodies smacked loudly together, and | 
slammed into her pussy. | was moving 
in a blur. Sexual adrenaline drove me 
wildly onward. | fucked her crazily. A raw 


sound began deep in my throat as my 
cock plowed her depths. 

Music roared in my head. | was the 
thunder of those guitar chords, the 
pounding drums, the thumping bass. 

My climax struck. | let my jizz go a 
second time, and it was fantastically 
intense. | shot out jet after jet, and as | 
did, | saw Daphne writhing madly. 

Yes, come with me. Come, even if | 
can’t hear you over the music. 

Then we were done. There were some 
tender moments as we basked in the 
afterglow, but | knew | should get out 
of there. | still had a long drive home. 
Daphne had her own life, too. At any 
rate, she made no mention of us seeing 
one another again, though when we 
parted at her door, her kiss was warm 
and wonderful. 

| drove off, but the music lingered 
in my mind—as did images of 
delightful Daphne. += 
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aryellen was 
dancing in the 
middle of a roomful 
of people the first 
time | laid eyes 
on her. She stood 
out like a shining star. Her long dark 
hair swayed around her as she boogied 
to the music. She was oblivious 
to the many men and women who 
were admiring the way she moved-— 
myself included. 

When she came to the bar for a drink, 
| gave her the salt-rimmed margarita she 
requested along with a big glass of ice 
water. 

“You did a lot of dancing out there? 
| said. 

“| was feeling the music,’ she said, 
somewhat breathlessly. 

And I'd been feeling every sway and 
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slide of her curvy body. | was grateful 
for the bar between us at that moment. 
Inside my black work pants, | was 
sporting quite a hard-on. 

“Could | interest you in an after-drink 
drink with me? | get off at two.’ 

She smiled at me, and it 
was glorious—but | saw “no” in 
her expression. 

“| can’t. | have a boyfriend. But thank 
you for asking.’ She leaned toward me, 
displaying magnificent cleavage. “If | 
didn’t, though, I'd be all over you.” 

That didn’t help my pants situation. 

The next time | ran into her was at 
a different bar. | had a night off and 
was out with friends. She still had a 
boyfriend but asked me if I’d dance with 
her anyway. | did, and it was the most 
amazing torture I’ve ever endured. 

Just dancing with her, feeling her 


WORTH THEWAIT 


body move against mine, made me want 
to bend her over, hike up that tiny dress 
she had on and bury myself balls-deep 
in her sweet wetness. 

Instead, | told her the next time we 
met, we'd both be single. 

That was my prediction. Turned out, | 
was right. 

She was at a friend’s party at yet 
another bar, and when she saw me, 
her pretty face lit up. She rushed over, 
nearly spilling her drink. 

“| have a question for you,’ she said. 
Her cheeks were flushed, and her 
eyes were gleaming. She wore a short 

black dress and combat boots. She 
looked stunning. 

“Shoot.” 

She leaned in and whispered in my 
ear, “Are you single?” 

I'd dated a few people off and on over 


the previous six months but nothing 
stuck. | nodded as | sincerely assured 
her, “Iam?” 

She gasped. 

“What?” | asked with a laugh. 

Maryellen poked me in the chest 
with a single red fingernail and said, 
“You're psychic!” 

Then she kissed me. Like really kissed 
me. Soft lips, wet tongue, the taste of 
wine from her mouth on mine. 

It took me a second, but then | caught 
on. 

She was single, too. 

| wrapped my arms around her and 
held her tight, kissing her back. | had 
no worries about my growing erection 
or the thud of my heart. It didn’t 
matter if she knew | was turned on or 
not. Because we were both single. 
Fucking finally! 

Her warm body pressed against mine, 
and she stood on tiptoe and whispered, 
“Take me to the back room. There’s a 
little alcove—” 

| didn’t let her finish. | snagged 
her hand and tugged her along. She 
put down her drink and followed me, 
giggling the whole way. | was grinning 
like an idiot. My entire being was alight 
with excitement. Her place or mine 
would have been better, but right there 
and then worked, too. 

In the room, | got her up against 
the wall back by a tower of boxes. | 
shoved my hands up under her dress, 
stroked the tops of her thighs, then 
slid my hand over her warm mound. | 
pushed my fingers against her crotch, 
tracing the seam of her pussy through 
her panties. She moaned, so | took 
that as appreciation and slid my hand 
into her undies. | pushed a finger into 
her wet pussy and found her slick, hot 
and ready. 

“Hurry. Before someone comes!” 
she pleaded. 

Her need was infectious, and a sense 
of urgency ripped through me. | turned 
her, and she put her hands up against 
the wall. | flipped up the back of her 
dress and tugged down her panties. 
She pushed her ass back toward me, 
angling her body so | could penetrate 
her perfectly. 

| undid my jeans and let them sag to 
my knees. Grabbing her hips and giving 
her flesh a friendly squeeze, | positioned 


myself and slid into her. There was 

a fierce need to hurry, but also an 
overwhelming urge to take my time. I’d 
waited so long to have her. 

Outside music thumped, and beyond 
the back door someone in the alley 
laughed loudly. 

We moved together well. Her tight 
pussy milked my cock as my body 
slammed into hers. | fucked her with an 


eagerness I'd never before experienced. 


I'd waited too long for this moment. 
I'd waited so damn long, and finally 
there we were. 

She groaned and shuddered, her wet 
channel rippling around my pistoning 
cock. The effect of her climactic 
contractions took me by surprise and 
pushed me past my line of control. | 
came forcefully with a gruff cry. 


“We moved 
together well. 
Her pussy milked 
my cock as my 
body slammed 
into hers.” 


We heard voices getting louder and 
assumed someone was coming close 
to our hideaway. We laughed, both from 
nerves and our dizzying orgasms. We 
hurried to get presentable and pushed 
past the approaching employees as we 
exited the room. 

Maryellen grabbed my hand and 
yanked me toward the exit. 

“That was a nice appetizer, but now 
| want the main meal,’ she announced. 
“Come to my place” 

| followed her in my car. The entire 
way, | looked forward to a lazier 
and slower version of what had just 
happened. | knew | had only gotten a 
taste, and | was filled with anticipation 
imagining how much more was in store 
for me. 

Her place was small, but she had it 


all to herself. The economy housed a 
sofa, a TV, and some bookshelves, and 
as she walked by, she flipped a Murphy 
bed down from the far wall. 

“I've only seen those beds in old 
movies!” | exclaimed. 

She shrugged and pulled her dress 
over her head. | watched her perfect tits 
bounce free. | cupped her naked cans 
in my hands. | sucked on one nipple as 
she tossed her dress aside and shook 
out her hair. 

“You're hungry for more, too,’ she 
said. It wasn’t a question. 

| nodded, lapping at her other nip. | 
worked it with my tongue, lips and teeth 
until it stood up perky and hard like its 
twin. | pushed my hand into her panties 
and plunged two fingers into her 
slippery wetness. The extra lubrication 
came from the cream I’d deposited in 
her earlier, and something about that 
fact made me fucking crazy. 

She took two steps back, dropped 
her panties and jumped onto the bed. 
She spread her legs and curled a finger 
at me. 

“Come on, big boy.’ 

| tried to stifle a groan of arousal but 
failed. | yanked off my tee and shucked 
my jeans. My cock was hard and fully at 
attention as | climbed onto the bed. 

That need, that long-standing desire, 
took over once again and | kissed a trail 
from her collar bone, over her breasts 
and down her belly, to her parted legs. | 
buried my face between her thighs and 
started to lick. 

She smelled like us—like musk and 
fucking and need. 

| pushed my fingers back in her hot 
cunt and curled them. | flicked my 
tongue over her rigid little clit until she 
was bucking and tossing on the bed. 

Adding a third finger to her pussy, | 
slid my digits in and out while nudging 
her clitoris with my tongue. | sucked it, 
and she went crazy, bucking beneath 
me so fiercely | had a hard time staying 
on target. But when she came, she 
laughed with delight as her body 
danced and shimmied from the force of 
her orgasm. 

“Fuck, yes,’ she said. “That was 
so perfect.” 

Then she grabbed my shoulders and 
hauled me up so we were face-to-face. 
| let my body settle against hers, and 
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my cock brushed the slick, wet place 
between her thighs. 

“Put your dick in me,’ she said. “Fuck 
me. | want to come again. And again. 
| want to fuck all night and wake up 
tomorrow sore and exhausted.’ 

That sounded amazing to me. 

| kissed her and gave her what she 
wanted, slowly sliding my cock into her 
sensational snatch. She groaned the 
whole way, clutching my shoulders. | 
pressed into her and down onto her and 
filled her completely. 

She raked the side of my neck with 
her teeth, and | shivered. 

| rocked my hips from side to side as 
| pumped her. Gently at first to gauge 
her reaction. It was a good one. She 
chanted, ‘Just like that. Just like that.” 

| moved slightly faster, and she 
arched up underneath me. Her urgency 
increased, and her pussy grew tighter 
around me. As her interior muscles 
clenched me, | bit my lower lip and 
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struggled to maintain my control. But | 
soon picked up the pace to match her 
upward thrusts, feeling wild and free. 

“Jesus, fuck, yes,” she cried out. 
“Don't stop. Don’t stop!” 

| didn't stop. | kept moving with her. 
Her fingernails dug into my shoulders as 
her pleasure unfurled. | felt every flicker 
and spasm, and | wanted so badly to 
join her orgasmic ecstasy. But | also 
wanted to make our coupling last just a 
little bit longer. 

When she stopped clutching me, 
| pulled out of her, turned her on her 
side, and moved in behind her. She 
lifted her leg, and | held it in my hand as 
| positioned myself. | nipped the back 
of her shoulder, and she yelped. Then | 
kissed the back of her neck as | slid into 
her cunt, again relishing the sensation 
of her velvety pussy wrapped around 
my rod. 

“lve waited a long time for this! | sighed. 

“Me, too,’ she replied longingly. 


“I've fantasized about it for so long,’ | 
confessed, moving faster. 

“Me, too,” she said. She moved back, 
and I slid into her deeper. 

When | groaned, she pushed her ass 
back farther and tried to move with me. | 
gripped her waist, maybe a bit too hard. 

“I’m not going to last much longer | 
warned her. 

“We've got all fucking night. Literally.’ 

| let myself go. The sweet promise 
of an entire evening in bed with 
this magnificent woman was too 
intoxicating. 

| shuddered against her, and then 
went still. 

“Few things live up to my 
expectations,’ | said. 

“And this thing?” 

“Far exceeded my expectations.” 

It was the truth—but | was definitely 
more than ready to try to top it. 


-D.T., Henderson, Nev. 


BIG SCORE 


had devoted a certain portion 
of my life to gaming. | wasn’t 
wasting my time. | was in 
training, learning my craft, and 
getting better and better. Why? 
Because | knew about the 
corporate competitions out there, where 
winners got serious cash rewards. 

| worked part-time and lived in a one- 
bedroom apartment, but these were 
accommodations to my gaming life. 
| practiced hours every day, playing 
against people all over the globe. Online 
is its own universe, and virtually, I’d met 
wondertul, enriching folks. 

But this year, things had gotten serious 
for me. | had entered a month-long 
competition, one with graduating tiers of 
play. The competitiveness was fierce, and 
I'd already gone up against very talented 
players. But | knew this particular game 
inside out and was advancing. 

| kept myself up physically by going out 
running every day before dawn. | also got 
my reasonable share of pussy. But | didn’t 
have time for a girlfriend. 

When the tournament was in Its 
advanced rounds, | got my first look at 
fellow competitor Molly. I’d beaten dozens 
and dozens of players. People following 
the big game wanted to know about the 
finalists. My social media blew up. It was 
weird knowing strangers were studying 
me. Being a gamer myself, | was curious 
about my rivals. Molly was a hotshot 
player. Her profile picture showed a very 
pretty face, with a sassy expression and 
soulful eyes. It wasn’t love at first sight, 
but definitely lust. | reminded myself she 
was one of my opponents. 

A week later, the games got even 
more intense. | went up against players 
who were like ninjas with lightning-quick 
reflexes and brains that could strategize 
on adime. | pushed myself to my 
extremes and somehow got through. 

After a grueling session, | slumped 
limply in my ergonomic chair. | saw | had 
a video message and absentmindedly 
clicked on it, thinking it was a notice about 
my next round from the company putting 
on the tournament. 

When | saw what was in the message, 
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my drooping eyelids sprang wide and my 
cock unwound urgently in my Jeans. It was 
Molly. She was grinning lasciviously into 
the camera and dancing like a stripper. 
Only not like—she was actually taking her 
clothes off! 

She tossed off her top, shimmied out 
of a skirt and wiggled around in her lacy 
underthings. | was sitting up straight, and 
my cock was ramrod-hard—so much so 
that | had to yank it out. Molly waggled 
her tongue. Man, could she move. All 
those sexy undulations and gyrations 
got me going. Her body was gorgeous. 
She reached around behind her back, 
presumably to unhook her skimpy bra. 
She leaned into the camera as she did so, 
and the brassiere was sliding off her hefty 
tits as she said, “Good luck!” 

Then the message ended. With my 
cock in hand, | helplessly jerked off. Those 
dancing images stayed with me. Had she 
sent the message as a distraction, as a 
prank, as a video love letter? | didn’t know. 


there. She wore her customary grin and a 
long coat. 

“Can | come in?” she asked. 

Wordlessly, | stepped aside. My eyes 
were riveted to her. Downstairs | hadn't 
had a chance to ask about that striptease 
video she'd sent. Before | could, she 
whipped off her coat. She wore those 
same lacy underthings, and my jaw hit 
the floor. 

This time Molly smiled—but not a 
wicked grin. It was a nice, sweet smile. 
Softly she said, “It’s been a stressful ride, 
hasn't it? Part of me is a crazy competitor. 
But another part just wanted to find 
some human connection at the end of all 
this madness.’ 

“A connection?” | murmured as my 
gaze still traveled along her scantily clad 
figure, which was even more desirable in 
the actual flesh. 

She stepped up to me and said, “Yes. 
Look, this might sound stupid, but | sort of 
fell in lust with you online? 


“T boned her harder and faster, 
and a wicked climax was churning 


in my balls.” 


The final rounds came. The gaming 
corporation sponsoring all this was of 
course getting a lot of attention out of the 
contest, which was good for business. 
So much so that they were willing to fly 
the last half dozen of us—including me 
and Molly—to a major U.S. city, where we 
would compete in the finale. 

It was an overwhelming experience. 
The final players got trotted out onstage 
before a cheering crowd. | felt a little like a 
rock star, but it was all too much. 

| retreated to my hotel room as quickly 
as possible, suffering from sensory 
overload. My head was spinning. This 
was way different from playing in my 
apartment, and | wondered how all the 
fanfare might affect my performance the 
next day. 

As | was lost in thought, there came 
a knock on my door. Reluctantly, | 
answered. That feeling of caution 
vanished when | saw Molly standing 
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Actually, it didn't sound stupid at all. 
But | couldn’t find the words to respond, 
so | leaned forward, and Molly put her 
lips gently against mine. Considering 
| was kissing a woman in see-through 
underwear, It was a remarkably tender 
and docile smooch. 

But heat rapidly rose in me, and fire 
flashed in her eyes. Mutual lust crackled 
between us as our kiss deepened. Her 
tongue thrust against mine. | pulled her 
into my arms, and she ground herself 
against me. 

My hands roamed over the bare parts 
of her. Her silken skin further inflamed my 
passion. She was shamelessly kneading 
the globes of my ass and rubbing her 
crotch on my increasingly obvious bulge. 
By that point, | practically had my tongue 
down her throat and felt bold enough to 
put my hand on her breast. 

Molly broke away and stepped back, 
and for an awful second, | wondered if 


this was all some sort of sick joke. She 
reached behind herself, but this time 
when she undid her bra, it fell off her. | 
beheld her delectable tits. With another 
swift move, she snapped her sheer 
panties down her legs. 

Naked Molly was breathtaking, but she 
didn’t leave me much time to ogle. She 
tugged insistently at my clothes. | got the 
hint and stripped. Immediately, her hand 
was wrapped around my jutting cock. | 
gasped with pleasure as she pumped my 
veiny shaft. 

We weren't far from the bed. We 
rushed there anyway, not wanting to 
waste a second. We dove onto the big 
expanse, and she was in my arms again. 
Our bodies rolled together across the soft 
bedding. Every point of contact between 
us seemed to emanate a carnal spark. 

| pulled her on top of me, so her tits 
were in my face. | set about sucking her 
stiff nipples and groping her plush ass. 
Molly writhed excitedly, rubbing the bare 
cleft of her pussy against my hard abs. 

After a minute of suckling, Molly 
climbed further up my body. Her knees 
settled on either side of my head. | gazed 
up expectantly as her shaved pussy 
hovered above my face. | seized her hips, 
but she was already lowering herself onto 
my lips. 

| speared her pussy with my tongue, 
and her body quivered. She tasted of 
womanly nectar. | ate her hard, groaning 
when she mashed her pussy forcefully 
on my face. | gripped her undulating hips. 
She dropped forward, resting her weight 
on her hands, and humped my face, 
smearing her juices over my lips and chin. 

Before long, she bucked and came with 
a moan of joy. When she rolled off me, | 
relaxed a moment. But she scurried back 
down the bed, and | had the first hint of 
what she was up to when her hot breath 
grazed my swollen cockhead. Seconds 
later, her lips closed around my knob, 
and her tongue flicked against my crown, 
causing bliss to whip through me. 

The cinching ring of her lips slid down 
my cock. She sucked me down to my 
balls in one fearless lunge. Pleasure 
walloped me, and her spit ran down over 
my nutsac. 

Without pausing for ceremony, she 
repeatedly lifted and dropped her head. 
Just like when she'd jerked me earlier, 
she knew the perfect rhythm. Her tongue 


moved all the while, and she kept up a 
fine suction. She bobbed away, and | was 
struck by the wonderfulness of it all. It was 
like I'd come to that city in pursuit of her, 
not the game. But my fantasies had never 
gotten this far! 

She came off my cock with her lips wet 
and open and her eyes glazed with desire. 
She moved to climb onto me again, but | 
sat up, grasped her shoulder and eased 
her onto her back. She lay down and 
spread her legs. 

| loomed over her, my cock aching with 
desire. She impatiently pushed up her 
hips, and | thrust into her. | sank every inch 
of my rod into her lush passage, which 
clasped me sweetly. 

| started stroking into her steadily. 

She moved cooperatively beneath me. 
Her thighs hugged my hips, and her 
arms wrapped around my neck. Her tits 
bounced as our bodies bucked. 


In a quiet corner of my fevered brain | 
knew gaming had brought us together. 
A recreational pastime, scoffed at by far 
too many people. Well, fuck them! | thrust 
harder into my beautiful lover. You had to 
love gaming to play as hard as we did, 
and that competition had put both of us 
into this room, onto this bed. 

| boned her harder and faster, and 
a wicked climax was churning in my 
balls. | was nailing her to the bed with 
every downstroke. Once again, she was 
wriggling and thrashing. I'd driven her 
to another climax. | wasn’t near enough 
for my own to overcome me just yet, so | 
waited her out. 

When Molly had calmed slightly, she 
gazed up at me with blazing eyes. 

“Let me up. | want you to do me doggy- 
style!” she announced. 


Eagerly, | helped her over onto her 
hands and knees, then raced into position 


behind her. | laid my hands on the 
gorgeous spheres of her ass, slotting my 
cock back inside her. 

As instructed, | dog-fucked her like 
crazy. It started out at a trot, then | really 
came off the leash. My fingers sank into 
her assflesh. | pounded her from behind. 
Soon | was in full sprint, knowing | would 
come in a few more thrusts. | nearly 
howled, and Molly took it as a signal. She 
snuck in another wily climax of her own, 
just as my spunk started to fly. 

| shot spurt after spurt into her, and the 
ecstasy swept me into the heavens. She 
went with me. The chase was over, and 
we were together in victory. 

Who got the big score the next day? 
Who won? 

Who really cares. We were both 
already winners. 


-Name and address withheld 
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ill and | have 
been inseparable 
since we were 
kids. Though 
after we'd grown 
up, there hadn't 
been any romance between us—no matter 
how badly I’d wanted it. If | had to guess, 
I'd say we were both too shy to act on 
our feelings. Also, our timelines never 
matched up. He would be single, while 

| was spoken for. I'd break up with my 
beau, but he would be in a relationship. 
Fate was not our friend—until recently. 

Things finally took a turn on my 29th 
birthday. We were out with friends— 
drinking, dancing and having the time of 
our lives. That’s when the light in Will's 
eyes changed. He hooked his arm around 
my waist and pulled me close. 

“| love you,’ he said. 

My heart skipped a beat. We'd 
previously said the words to one another 
before, but this was different. This wasn’t 
a declaration of platonic love. Oh no, Will 
looked like he might rip off my clothes 
right there on the dance floor. A part of 
me hoped he would! 

At that moment, words escaped me. 
| knew he was waiting for an answer, 
hoping that | felt the same. So | did the 
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only thing | could think of, | swooped in 
and laid a searing kiss on his lips. 

Someone from our group of friends 
shouted, “Finally!” 

| briefly broke the kiss to ask, “Your 
place or mine?” 

“Too far? Will replied. “Meet me in 
the bathroom?” 

He wandered off to the back of the 
bar, leaving me rooted in place on the 
dance floor. 

It took a moment for me to snap back 
to reality. When | did, | made a beeline for 
the bathroom. I'd barely lifted my fist to 
rap on the door when it opened, and Will 
pulled me inside. If not for his steadfast 
hold on my waist, | might have stumbled. 
Of course, | could always count on him to 
keep me grounded. 

That night, though, | experienced a 
different side of my best friend, one | 
hadn't seen before. He spun me so that 
my back landed against the door. His 
warm brown eyes were lit by a hungry 
gleam, and it was all meant for me. 

Will skimmed his hands over my body 
and down to my hips. He dropped to his 
knees. He looked up at me and said, “I 
will cherish every moment of this night for 
the rest of my life? 

Then he flipped my skirt up, revealing 
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my favorite pink thong. 

He leaned in close to my fabric- 
covered mound. His breath fanned over 
me, heating the flesh hiding beneath the 
lace undergarment. 

“I'll bet these lips taste just as sweet as 
your kiss,’ he murmured. “I can’t wait to 
find out? 

Without another word, Will brought 
his mouth to my pussy. He didn’t even 
bother to remove the underwear. In his 
impatience, he merely decided to suckle 
my clit through the flimsy fabric. His 
tongue massaged my aching bud, gently 
coaxing me into a frenzy of feelings. Even 
without skin-to-skin contact, Will had the 
power to send me over the moon. 

“Oh God,’ | groaned. 

| kicked up a leg and hooked it over 
his shoulder, angling my hips so my 
pussy rested against his lips at just the 
right angle. The movement made my 
underwear shift to the side, and Will took 
full advantage. He dipped two fingers 
inside my snatch, plunging deep and 
hooking them so they hit that special spot 
inside me. 

“Will! Will? | moaned. 

Years of sexual frustration and lust 
boiled over, spilling out of me in a flurry of 
curses and primal sounds. 


| wasn't the only one who was in an 
ultra-aroused state. Unwilling to back 
away from my pussy, Will growled and 
used his teeth to tear through the thin 
lace that covered my sex. The material 
seemed to disintegrate. All that was left 
was some scraps of fabric. 

He breathed in deeply as if he could 
absorb my very essence. 

“I’ve dreamed about this,’ he whispered 
against my crotch. 

“Yeah?” | asked. | pumped my hips, 
so my clit brushed against the tip of 
his nose. “Do | live up to the fantasy?” | 
asked teasingly. 

“No.” He paused to meet my gaze. 
“You're even better, baby.’ 

Before | could muster a response, Will 
swept his tongue over my slit, stealing my 
breath. He used the tip of his tongue to 
trace a path from the top of my gash all 
the way to my asshole, then he doubled 
back and paused to lay a gentle kiss atop 
my clit. 

“Nothing will ever compare to the real 
thing,’ he said. 

He sealed his lips around my clit 
and sucked. 

| panted and moaned, and my ass 
slammed against the door, making it rattle 
on its hinges. 

Despite my erratic movements, Will 
managed to keep his lips on my clit. 

He repeatedly flicked the delicate bud 
with his tongue, while he hummed a 
thrilling tune. 

“Oh fuck)’ | uttered softly in a 
helpless whisper. 

Will had been absolutely right when 
he said that this real-life experience far 
outweighed mere fantasies. I'd dreamed 
of fucking my best friend so many times. 
Even the hottest images I’d concocted 
couldn’t compare to the fabulous and 
frantic birthday sex we experienced in the 
tiny bathroom of a bar. 

His mouth moved swiftly over my slit, 
enveloping me in raw, passionate heat. 
| felt my orgasm building inside me, 
waiting eagerly to pull me into Its twisted, 
intoxicating abyss. 

“I'm gonna. I’m gonna—ah!” | shouted. 

Waves of pleasure washed over me like 
a thunderous waterfall. The muscles in 
my core that were spun up tight suddenly 
relaxed, making my whole body feel as 
though it had melted into a puddle. 

“Will. Oh Will? | sighed. 


I'd come harder than | ever had before. 
He drank up my warm, flowing honey as if 
he’d never tasted anything so sweet. 

Will rocked back on his heels. He 
looked at me, longing and hunger still 
shining in his eyes. 

“Ready for round two?” he asked. 

| was still so dazed | could hardly form 
a word with my mouth. Instead, | nodded 
and waited for him to lead the way. 

Will took hold of the hand | offered him 
and spun me around so | faced the sink. 

“Hold on tight? he said. 

God, | loved this man, and | always 
would. Sealing the deal was the best 
birthday gift | didn’t even know | could ask 
for. | reveled in Will’s romantic attention, 
excited for what was to come. 

Will sank to his knees again. Except this 
time, he focused his energy on my ass. 
Though he'd already torn through the front 
of my underwear, the elastic that bisected 
my ass cheeks was still nestled in my 
crack. Not for long, though. Will yanked 
the tattered remnants of my underwear 
down, leaving my lower half bare. 

“Much better; he said approvingly. 

His nimble fingers spread my cheeks, 
then he trailed his tongue along my rear 
crevice. When he reached the fluted edge 
of my asshole, he paused to trace circles 
around its perimeter. 

“Ah!” | gasped. 

My hips bucked, shoving my ass hard 
against Will's face. 

“Mmm, he hummed. 

That simple sound of enjoyment buzzed 
against my sensitive skin, sending my 
senses spinning. | was completely drunk 
with pleasure. 

Will lifted his head just long enough to 
say, “l love your ass.’ 

He punctuated the statement with a 
playful smack on my cheek. 

“Oh yeah? Prove it,’ | countered. 

And then he did. Will ate my ass with 
wild abandon. He massaged my puckered 
hole so thoroughly with his fluttering 
tongue that | thought | might combust. 

| arched my back and gripped the sink 
tightly, feeling its coolness under my 
grasping fingers. 

“Will! Will!” | moaned. 

If he kept up his heavenly anilingus, | 
would come again without even feeling 
his dick in my pussy—and that just 
wouldn't do. 

“Fuck me please, Will!” | begged. 


Will rose to his full height. He looked 
in the mirror, and our eyes met in 
our reflection. 

“What the birthday girl wants, the 
birthday girl gets” he said matter-of-factly. 

He paused briefly to pull a condom 
from his pocket, open his pants and 
sheath his cock. Then, with protection 
firmly in place, Will sank his dick into my 
pussy in one smooth motion. 

“Oh yes!” | groaned. 

Finally, | received the only birthday 
gift | ever wanted from my bestie, and it 
was glorious. 

“Yes! Yes!” | cried out. 

| looked up at the mirror to admire 
Will some more. His normally chiseled 
features were even more pronounced, 
cut deep thanks to his efforts to fuck me 
senseless. | watched him intently, feeling 
more connected to him than ever before. 

Then Will reached around to finger 
my clit, and my eyes fluttered closed. It 
took far too much effort to keep them 
open when my entire being was buzzing 
from pleasure. | knew it wouldn't be 
long before | succumbed to his charms. 
Already, | felt my muscles coiled tight, 
gearing up for a mind-bending release. 

His nonsensical groans were 
interspersed with hushed profanities. His 
movements grew erratic, morphing from 
languid strokes to staccato jabs that sent 
me reeling. Our coupling was hot, raw 
and just fucking perfect. 

Within seconds, orgasms claimed us 
both. We held on to one another tight and 
collapsed against the sink, thoroughly 
sated and utterly spent. 

After taking a beat, Will slid his dick 
from my depths and kissed the back of 
my head. 

“Better get back to the party, 
birthday girl” 

We walked out of the bathroom hand in 
hand, ready to finish the evening together 
before falling into bed as a couple. 


-E.R., Tulsa, Okla. 


We always Say it’s better to be chased 
than chaste. If you've had an experience 
you think will turn on fellow readers and 
inspire them to do a little pursuing of their 
own, tell us about it Mail your story to 
Penthouse Letters, Department PC, 28328 
Witherspoon Parkway, Valencia, CA 91355, 
or email it to letters@penthouse.com. 
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ANTICIPATION 


enry and | typically 
take a trip to the 
mountains near the 
very end of winter. 
He skis; | watch. We 
hike some of the 
close trails. We hang out by the fire and 
drink spiked cider and hot chocolate 
one last time before spring arrives. 

When we got to our usual vacation 
place, a hotel employee informed us the 
area was likely to have a late season 
blizzard after a front took an unexpected 
turn. 

“You might get a few extra nights. 
Maybe even on the house,’ the clerk 
said with a wink. “If it hits, you probably 
won't get much skiing time.” 

Henry put his arm around me and 
said, “We'll find something to do” 

| was sure that was true. Our trips 
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also usually involved a lot of fucking, 
and that’s exactly what happened when 
we got to our room. The long drive to 
the resort hadn’t tired Henry out of 
being horny. | had to laugh. The man is 
a machine. 

He drew me into the shower, and we 
got clean real fast. Long drives always 
make me feel stale, so he knows | like to 
freshen up. 

Afterward, he helped me out of the 
tub, kissed my lips and wrapped me in 
a towel. Of course, the towel fell open 
when he pushed me back onto the bed. 

“As if we couldn't find stuff to occupy 
our time if we get a blizzard? he said. 
Then he knelt by the bed and draped my 
legs over his shoulders. 

His hot, wet mouth was on me in 
an instant. He immediately began 
devouring my pussy, licking me with an 


intensity that served as the exclamation 
mark at the end of his statement. 

“We have a great view,’ | teased. 
“Booze and good food, and snow anda 
cozy fireplace and-” 

He cut off my words when he 
plunged his thick fingers into my cunt. | 
abandoned my monologue and greedily 
pushed my pussy against his seeking 
mouth. He drew on my clitoris softly 
at first, then harder, and then harder 
still. That pressure triggered intense 
pleasure, and | was coming before | 
knew it. 

He pulled me toward him until my 
lower body was hanging off the bed and 
my feet were on the floor, then he said, 
“Roll on your belly, baby.’ 

| obeyed. Henry did enjoy a nice tall 
bed. 

He pushed my legs wide as | reared 


back. He slid into my pussy with a 
thump and a sigh, and it made me smile. 
“You feel good, as always,” he said. 

Henry started to fuck me, and | ran my 
hands over the white bedspread. The 
whisper of my palms gliding along the 
fabric filled my ears. | repeatedly drove 
myself back onto Henry’s thrusting 
erection. He was so close to coming, 
and his breath grew ragged, drowning 
out every other small sound in the room. 
That's when he pulled free and nudged 
the tip of his cock against my ass. 

“Oh, no you don't; | said teasingly as | 
moved away. 

Henry groaned, then he went right 
back to fucking my cunt. He slid into my 
pussy, grabbed my hips and yanked me 
to him as he fucked me. He soon came, 
finishing with a rough cry and a shudder. 

When | stood with his help, he smiled 
wickedly. His hand reached around 
to my asshole, and he stroked it ever 
so gently. 

“Tomorrow, I'll have your ass,” he said. 

“Oh, will you?” 

He kissed me again, this time 
deeper and with more intensity before 
saying, “Absolutely.” 

My nipples spiked to hard knots; my 
breath caught in my chest. | would give 
in because | loved it. However, knowing 
he was intent on claiming me made my 
anticipation so delicious. 

In the morning, before we even went 
down for coffee and our continental 
breakfast, he was rubbing his hard cock 
against my asscrack. His arms banded 
around me tightly in the cocoon of our 
big, luxurious bed. The more he brushed 
against my butt, the hotter | became. 

| was more than ready to submit. | 
was ready to tell him to take my ass then 
and there. My pussy was so swollen 
and ready from him playing with me. But 
then he bounded out of bed and pulled 
on his clothes. | groaned, but dressed. 
Then he took my hand and led me down 
to breakfast. 

We ate and sipped coffee, while 
looking out the floor-to-ceiling windows 
and watching the snow fall outside. The 
threatened blizzard had arrived. But all 
| could think about was him getting me 
ready to fuck: My pussy would be wet, 
hot and so needy. Then he’d finally fuck 
my sopping snatch until | begged him to 
take my ass and come in me. 


Those thoughts filled my head as we 
sat there among the other guests at the 
lodge. 

Henry was devious, | knew. He’d put 
the idea of butt-fucking in my head, and 
he was going to keep me on edge-— 
wanting it, needing it—until he was good 
and ready to deliver. 

What a wonderfully evil man. 

After another cup of coffee and more 
snowflakes than | could count, Henry 
leaned in and said, “I think it’s time to 
take you upstairs, bend you over, and 


“He was thrusting 
hard, and I felt 
the sudden rush 
of his cream 
shooting inside my 
rear hole.” 


fuck your ass until your knees buckle.” 

They almost buckled right then 
and there. 

| put my coffee down as calmly as | 
could. My entire being was buzzing with 
anticipation. 

In the elevator, we were alone in the 
car. His hands roamed all over me, 
sliding from my shoulders to my waist, 
then down to my hips and around to 
cup my ass. All the while, he kissed me 
feverishly. He squeezed my ass cheeks 
hard, and | squealed with delight. 

Upon arriving at our floor, we 
practically ran down the hallway to 
our room. Once inside, he pulled my 
thick sweater up and off. His mouth 
immediately went to my breasts. Each 
nipple received his rapt attention. He 
licked my nubs, then he bit their stiff tips 
so tenderly that the sensations traveled 
through me like gentle shudders. 

At the same time, his hands slid into 
my yoga pants and panties. He explored 
my hot, wet folds with cool fingers. Then 


he trailed them over my clit. When he 
plunged his digits into me, | gasped. 

Henry knew for us both to fully enjoy 
anal, my pussy had to be drenched and 
| had to be well past horny and verging 
on desperation. | was pretty close. 

We stripped in record time. He 
pressed me against the wall, raised 
one of my legs to his hip and held me 
there as he slid his dick into my pussy. 
Fucking me with short, deep strokes, he 
brought me to a swift orgasm. 

| put my hand on his head and 
pressed down gently but insistently as | 
said, “You should make what’s wet even 
wetter.’ 

He licked my upper lip, flicking his 
tongue against it. | felt that sensation 
mirrored in my cunt. 

“Yes,’ | said, still pushing. “Like that. 
Just lower’ 

He accommodated me, squatting 
down, spreading my outer lips, licking 
my folds and finding my clit with his 
tongue. The flicking turned to swirling, 
swirling turned to lapping, and | was 
panting for breath as another forceful 
orgasm shook me. | slammed my hand 
against the wall without thinking about 
our neighbors. 

Gathering my wits, | said, “Fuck my 
ass now.’ 

“| thought you'd never ask,” he said, 
rising from the floor. 

He took me to the bed. | rested my 
belly at the edge of the mattress, and 
my feet were planted on the floor. 

His fingers slipped into my pussy, 
and when they were slick, he pulled 
out and pushed them into my back 
hole, lubricating my backdoor with my 
own juices. 

“You're so fucking wet,’ he hissed. 

“| am,’ | agreed. “You should make the 
most of it.” 

And he did. Pressing the crown of his 
cock to my asshole, he pushed forward 
with gentle intention. He breached me, 
but paused—until | lurched back to signal 
my desire. Then he plunged forward. 

| groaned. Henry's cock reaming my 
ass was a sensation that never failed to 
get to me. Being so fucking full, but not 
where | usually expected it. | reached 
down and pushed two of my fingers into 
my pussy. The fullness increased, and 
my nectar slickened my hand. 

“Right there. Like that) | said, fucking 
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my pussy with my fingers as he slid in 
and out of my ass. 

His cock was thick and hard. | could 
feel its every slide through the thin 
layer of flesh separating my digits from 
his shaft. | steadily ground the heel of 
my hand against my clit as we moved 
in tandem. 

Henry rested one hand on the back of 
my neck and the other on my hip. Then 
his hand tangled in my long hair, and 
he tugged it gently. A sharp sparkle of 
pain traveled through me, and my pussy 
clenched around my fingers. 

“I felt that,” he said. 

| clenched again to see if it was true. 
He chuckled and added, “That, too.” 

| did it again just to fuck with him and 
cooed, “You never do last long when | 
let you fuck my ass.’ 

He sank deeper, and | moaned. 
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NS BOOTY TIME 


| flexed my cunt again. He groaned, 
and | replied with a satisfied chuckle of 
my own. 

He pulled my hair once more. It made 
me hotter, and my body responded 
on its own. My pussy clenched 
unintentionally. | curled my fingers within 
my velvety channel. | worked my G-spot, 
and his cock moved faster in my ass as 
he got ready to shoot his load. | soon 
came, and wetness flowed from me. 

| pressed my face to the mattress and 
muttered, “Come in my ass. Come for 
me. Fill me up.” 

His groan was low and desperate, 
and as if to punish me for making him 
even hotter, he smacked my ass cheek 
hard enough to make me squirm. Then 
he did it again as he nearly withdrew his 
dick completely from my back hole. 

| pushed back, begging him with my 


body: Put it back in. Finish. Fill me up. 

That motion was familiar to him, and 
he plunged into my tight warm depths 
again. 

“Your sweet, sweet ass is So good,’ he 
said in a gravelly voice. He delivered one 
more sharp smack to my butt. Soon he 
was thrusting hard, and | felt the sudden 
rush of his cream shooting inside my 
rear hole, jet after pulsing jet. 

When he fell beside me on the bed, 
he grinned at me and said, “That was so 
fucking good. Why do you always make 
me wait?” 

“Because the longer you have to wait, 
the more epic it is.” 

“Yeah?” 

“Yeah, every damn time,’ | assured 
him, and he agreed with me. 


-K.F,, Wichita, Kan. 
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THE ENDGAME 


hile at work, | 
daydreamed 
about Justin’s 
mouth. My 
fantasies 
delivered a 
constant background buzz of sexual 
pleasure that kept my flesh tingling, my 
pussy humming and my body longing for 
his lips and tongue. Little did | know, my 
evening would go bottoms up-—in the best 
kind of way. 

The workday hadn't been any longer 
than any of the others, but it had felt like 
an eternity. It was a soft kind of torture to 
wait to see my new lover. Our relationship 
was still sparkling fresh. Every touch felt 
like a novel venture, even as we learned 
one another's rhythms. 

Sex can be like jazz—when it’s good—full 
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of seemingly chaotic tempos and wild 
improvisations, which come together in a 
satisfying way. 

It wasn’t simply that Justin ate pussy 
like a champ. He was proficient in all 
the other sexual disciplines as well. He 
could’ve taught a course in technique. 
| loved the feel of his cock inside me. | 


liked how flexible and imaginative he was. 


But he was sweet and empathetic, too. 
| knew | was still, to some extent, seeing 
him through the glaze of initial attraction. 
It was too soon to say if we were in love, 
but certainly the physical allure was 
commandingly present. 

Still, a special shout-out had to go to 
Justin’s mouth. 

After a long day, all of my hours of 
expectation seemed about to pay off. I'd 
invited Justin over, and we were in my 


bedroom. | lay back, the soft bedding 
cradling me. My head sank into the 
feathered pillow. My stiff nipples tingled; 
they were like marked points on a map, 
part of the route Justin had taken down 
along the topography of my body. There 
he'd paused to lick, suck and nibble, and 
I still felt the aftereffects. His invisible 
stubble had tenderly abraded my flesh, 
adding to all of the wonderful stimulation. 

My belly was still softly stamped with 
the impression of his lips as he'd slowly 
kissed a trail downward. His tongue tip 
playfully flicked in and out of my navel, 
and | squealed with delight. | eagerly 
opened my legs and finally welcomed him 
between them. My inner thighs rubbed 
along his strong shoulders, and | rocked 
my hips, impatiently waiting for his mouth 
to reach my honey-drenched cleft. 


At last, his hot breath brushed my 
crotch. A thrill rippled through me. The 
bedroom felt like a faraway place in 
the clouds—a heavenly site where only 
ecstasy was allowed. | tightened my legs 
a little as he settled into place, my knees 
pushing in on his flanks. 

| watched him hunkered down there, his 
hands moving beneath me and cupping 
my ass. That was his technique, so he 
could adjust me as he saw fit and give 
himself the best angle to lap at my pussy. | 
felt his warm breath again, and | shivered. 
My impatience was mounting, but in a 
lovely, thrilling way. Need burned in me. 
| desperately craved the masterful touch 
of his tongue. Upon that first delightful 
contact, a ragged cry spilled from my lips. 
My response was as much from the bliss 
I'd instantly experienced as it was from my 
anticipation of the joy yet to come. 

His tongue tip traced an oval route, 
circling my lips. He skimmed along my 
folds, and delicious tremors shook me, 
ones so deep inside they didn’t even 
move my body on the bed. But the energy 
quaked within, and pleasure trickled 
over me, like the first sprinklings out of a 
cracking dam. 

| released a long, leisurely sigh as 
he reversed his route and licked me 
counterclockwise. But this time, he 
allowed his tongue to slip deeper. | knew 
there was time to enjoy it all, to luxuriate 
in his oral attention. Justin wasn’t just 
skilled; he was patient and thorough. It 
was obvious he liked this particular sex 
act and had, over time, perfected his art. 
So | allowed myself to be swallowed up 
by the engulfing lavishness of my lover’s 
cunnilingual care. A slow molten joy 
began to gather in the pit of my being. | 
trusted Justin would draw it unhurriedly 
to the surface. | anticipated a wondrous 
orgasmic reward. 

His tongue entered me, and my eyes 
drifted closed. Dark red shapes rollicked 
and frolicked on the backs of my lids. 
Pleasure swam more forcefully up my 
body, prompting me to cup my breasts in 
my hands and squeeze. Justin had told me 
he liked it when | did this, so | threw myself 
into it, groping my tits with gusto and 
tweaking each of my nipples in turn. 

Justin’s tongue retreated, but he was by 
no means done. With his usual accuracy, 
he zeroed in on my clit. The needy bud 
was practically pulsing. His tongue 


touched it, and the burst of pleasure sent 
my senses soaring, coming down once 
more into his hands, which continued to 
cradle my ass. But as he lapped at my 
clitoris, one of his fingers strayed out of 
alignment and, without warning, grazed 
my asshole. 

| froze, thinking the digit was misplaced. 
| squirmed ever so slightly. But his fingertip 
stubbornly remained resting against my 
ring. It wasn’t a touch that | was familiar 
with. Justin certainly had never caressed 
me there before. In fact, nobody ever had. 
I'd never allowed it. My asshole wasn’t 
in play. It just wasn’t something on my 


surely, the best possible response from 
him. But it also felt like the moment had 
been spoiled. A numbness was in the 
air, where a moment ago sexual energy 
had crackled. 

Once more | went to try to fix things. 
But | also saw this as an opportunity and 
asked, “Why exactly would you want to 
play with my ass?” 

He sat all the way up. In the soft light, 
his handsome face glistened with my 
juices, and his expression was earnest. 
In a straightforward way, he explained, 
“Anal play can be very enjoyable. It’s an 
anatomical fact that pleasure nerves are 


“He set his cockhead to my 
spit-wet asshole and slowly, 
incrementally, slipped it inside.” 


agenda and never had been. 

But | was still just lying there, waiting 
for the mistake to correct itself. The 
finger did move, but only to make a soft 
circling motion, much like Justin’s tongue 
had done only a moment ago around my 
pussy lips. 

“What are you doing?” | asked ina 
stonier voice than I'd intended. 

Now tt was his turn to freeze. He went 
still, with his tongue resting on my love 
nub. Slowly, he lifted his face. At the same 
time, he withdrew his finger. 

“Sorry; he said, “I thought you might 
like it? 

His words drifted away, and | felt new 
tension in the room. That was something 
else about a new relationship: You just 
didn’t know each other well enough to 
guess how the other might react about 
everything. Nothing between us was firmly 
established at that point. | wondered if I'd 
just fucked everything up, and | realized he 
probably thought the same. 

| tried to remedy the situation and 
quickly added, “Look, | just don't let 
anybody play with, uh, my butt? 

“| should’ve asked. That was stupid of 
me.’ He sounded utterly sincere. It was, 


there. There are lots of ways to stimulate 
them.’ He smiled sheepishly. “That's 
clinical as hell, isn’t it? For me, | like the 
intimacy. That a woman would trust me to 
touch her there’ 

| had sat up, too. Curiosity had taken 
hold, and also some strange kind of 
arousal | didn’t recognize. 

“So you've fucked a woman up the ass, 
then?” | asked. 

“Yes. Women. Multiple. But | still 
should've asked before | touched you 
there. I’m sorry.’ 

| waved that away, like we were already 
past it. That weird new urgency was still 
building in me. Intrigued, | asked, “What 
else do you do to a woman’s asshole?” 

“Huh?” 

The words leapt out of me: “Do you 
lick it?” 

“Rimming? Hell yeah’ 

The new excitement that had sparked 
within me soon became a blazing need. 

“Then lick me!” | exclaimed. 

After that, | was lying facedown on 
my bed, and Justin’s fingers were gently 
parting my ass cheeks. | felt his hot breath 
once more, this time—incredibly—right 
on my virgin asshole. | had no idea what 
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was driving me toward this act. It felt 

like something primal, a deep instinct, 

like a need I'd never admitted to myself. 
Maybe | just hadn’t had an inkling I'd like it 
so much. 

When Justin touched me with his 
tongue in that extremely intimate spot, | 
cried out with raw joy. The sensation was 
such an extreme pleasure that | wanted 
to bray with laughter over my earlier 
reluctance. He was showing me a whole 
new avenue to bliss. 

His tongue delved into me without 
hesitation. He heard my cries, and his 
tongue wormed its way inside. With every 
intruding millimeter, new elation awoke 
in me. The tendrils radiated through me. 
| planted my elbows on the bed and 
shoved myself halfway up onto my knees. 
| wanted him to tongue me as deeply 
as possible. 

Justin didn’t disappoint. He was as 
good with my ass as he was with my 
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pussy. In fact, there seemed to be a direct 
line of communication between the two. 
My clit was still buzzing crazily and my 
cleft dripped, and as Justin dipped in 
and out of my asshole, my whole being 
thundered, and a subtle climax shook me. 
| didn’t collapse afterward. | pushed up 
onto my hands and knees. | looked back 
over my shoulder at my hard-working 
lover, and | demanded, “Put your fucking 
cock in my ass!” 

But even under those encouraging 
circumstances, Justin was thoughtful, 
even gentle. He set his cockhead to my 
spit-wet asshole and slowly, incrementally, 
slipped it inside. He gave me every 
chance to accommodate him. His size 
did give me pause a couple times as 
his formidable rod found its way, but the 
pleasure was bigger than any discomfort. 

Soon, there was only the pleasure, 
hot and roaring. He stroked steadily into 
me. | took all of him, shouting at him to 


‘ 


go harder and faster. He obliged. As he 
picked up the pace, his balls soanked my 
slit. His cock rocketed in and out of my 
back channel, and | was wild with lust. 

My next climax thoroughly rocked me. It 
was So insanely intense | thought nothing 
could top it. Nothing, that is, until | felt 
Justin's jets of jizz shooting inside me. He 
forever changed my views of anal sex, and 
I'll always be thankful that he got to the 
bottom of my untapped desires. 


—R.G., Detroit, Mich. 


Getting to the bottom of your secret 
backdoor cravings can yield the 
most incredible orgasmic rewards. 
If you have an anal encounter to 
share, write to us! Mail your story 

to Penthouse Letters, Department 
BT, 28328 Witherspoon Parkway, 
Valencia, CA 91355, or email it 

to letters@penthouse.com. 
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THE DANGLER 


ost everybody has 

something that really 

turns them on—a 

personal fantasy 

they've cherished for 
years. For some guys, it’s the thought of 
a beautiful woman helpless in bondage 
or a dangerous dame’s hand with red- 
lacquered fingernails clutching the 
handle of a whip. 

For me, it’s the dangler—a lovely 
woman sitting casually with her legs 
crossed. | can sometimes find her in a 
diner, on a park bench or in the office. 
She'll be preoccupied with a book or 
her phone, barely noticing that one of 
her shoes Is ever-so-slowly slipping off 
her foot. Maybe she flexes that foot so 
the shoe slaps rhythmically against her 
sole a few times, or she might just let 
the shoe keep sliding until it’s hanging 
on the very tip of one toe. 

The shoe might be an elegant pump 
ora grimy flip-flop, but oh, | notice it. I'll 
use every excuse | can think of to keep 
an eye on that shoe as It jiggles. Part 
of the fascination Is in how much of her 
foot the dangle reveals. Her foot might 
be sheathed in a sleek silk stocking, or 
it might be gloriously bare. If she’s a 
“slapper,” | might even be blessed with a 
glimpse of her sole. 

Some of these ladies are completely 
unaware of how dangling affects 
guys like me. Others know exactly 
what they're doing. Diane, my wife, is 
a dangler, and she’s definitely of the 
“foot-tease” school. She knows she’s 
a beauty from head to toe, a luscious 
amazon who attracts the attention of 
every man who sees her. She likes that 
attention—and does everything she can 
to keep it. When we go out to dinner, 
we're no sooner seated than the show 
begins. A long tablecloth is no problem. 
All Diane has to do is give her shapely 
butt a subtle half-turn in its chair to 
reveal her legs, and soon the eyes of 
every man in the place are glued to her 
foot. I’m by no means certain all of them 
are foot-men, either. 

Of course, I’m the main recipient of 
Diane’s teasing talents, and not always 
when we're out. Just the other night, for 


instance, | experienced my wife at the 
top of her dangling game. It involved 
a bit of roleplay, and a whole lot of 
sexy fun. 

After dinner, Diane disappeared into 
our bedroom. It was a Saturday, so she 
had been dressed casually in jeans and 
a favorite T-shirt. But she reemerged 
looking like an auburn-haired goddess 
in a little black dress that showed off 
her curvy figure and long legs. She was 
wearing a new pair of shoes, stilettos 
that somehow captured my attention 
far more effectively than even her bare 
feet—and trust me, | love her bare feet. 

“Hello, ma'am,’ | said. 

| myself hadn’t bothered to change, 
but | had my role down pat. | was to be a 
repairman, summoned by the lady of the 
house. “I understand you've been having 


“Feeling like a dog, 
I rose up on all 
fours and let my 
nose brush her 
dangling shoe.” 


some trouble with your wiring.’ 

“Oh, yes,’ Diane said, picking up 
the cocktail I’d mixed for her while she 
was changing. “I think the problem 
is right there,’ she said, pointing her 
immaculately shod foot at our television. 
“I'll just be over here. Do let me know if 
you need anything.’ 

| got under the TV stand and made a 
show of looking around, pretending to 
examine the nonexistent wiring issue. 
While | was doing that, Diane relaxed 
on a nearby chair, sipping her drink and 
crossing her incredible legs. 

When | say “nearby” that’s exactly 
what | mean. She was so close | could 
smell the leather scent of her shoes. Her 
dress rustled with her every movement. 


God, she looked beautiful! She was my 
perfect dream of an ultra-sophisticated 
woman. | was so focused on her that | 
almost forgot to keep up my charade of 
“fixing the wiring.’ Fortunately, Diane got 
me back in the game with a little cough 
and the teasing words: “You seem a 
little preoccupied?” 

At that point, she began the process 
of tensing and releasing the muscles in 
her foot, the one now hanging Just over 
my head. | very nearly got preoccupied 
again. My eyes rose to take in the 
spectacle of her lovely foot loosening its 
shoe. In a moment, it came free with a 
soft popping sound. 

Diane hadn’t showered before 
changing. This was by design, to ensure 
a little exhalation flavored with the warm, 
sweet scent of her foot would waft my 
way. | sighed with pleasure, straining 
forward to savor it. Her shoe’s heel 
presented itself to me, and it was all | 
could do not to simply reach up and slip 
it off. But that would have been highly 
unprofessional behavior. 

| turned my attention back to my 
“work.” As you can imagine, | was 
getting extremely excited. My cock 
was achingly hard. | couldn't help 
but fantasize about Diane’s bare sole 
pressing against it. 

“What do you think the problem might 
be?” she asked suddenly, breaking into 
my lurid fantasies. 

“E-excuse me?” | stuttered. My 
surprise wasn’t an act. | honestly wasn't 
expecting her question. 

“The wiring,’ Diane asked coolly, 
taking another sip of her drink. “Do you 
think you'll be able to fix it?” Her shoe 
was now in mid-dangle, that luscious 
point where the foot is freed up to the 
arch, and the shoe can truly be said to 
hang off it. Diane was now able to start 
slapping, a brisk, repetitive wap-wap- 
wap that irresistibly reminded me of the 
sound made during masturbation. It did 
my concentration no good, and | had to 
scramble for a satisfactory answer. 

“Ah, the wiring, yes,’ | said hurriedly. “I 
think I’ve found the problem:’ 

“Ah. And what might that be?” 

“It’s...well, the fact is...” 
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“Is there something wrong with my 
foot?” she asked, cutting me off. 

“Your...your...?” 

“My foot. This silly thing at the end of 
my leg. See it here?” Wap-wap-wap. “I 
notice you keep looking at it” 

So cool, so faintly derisive was 
Diane’s voice that | felt my cheeks 
burning. If the little scene we were 
playing out had been real—and | actually 
were a Stuttering dullard of a repairman 
desperate to please his client—I don't 
think | could have been more acutely 
embarrassed. Amazing how a fantasy 
can turn startlingly real. 

“I'm sorry,’ | said humbly. “I didn’t 
mean to stare.’ Yet | couldn’t tear my 
eyes away from my wife’s ped. 

By now, Diane's shoe had eased even 
further down her foot. It was hanging off 
her toes. There wasn’t any real risk of it 
falling yet, but it couldn't be said to be 
on her foot any longer. 

“My feet don’t smell, do they?” Diane 
asked in a sharp voice with a hint of faux 
worry. 

“What? I’m sorry...no. No, not all? 

God, my stiff dick was absolutely 
throbbing within my jeans! 
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“Are you sure? Perhaps you could 
take a little sniff, and tell me what 
you think?” 

Feeling like a dog, | rose up on 
all fours and let my nose brush her 
dangling shoe. | was hoping that would 
be sufficient to knock it off. It would 
bring our game to a premature end, 
but the next phase was sure to be a 
round of hot sex. | was dying for release, 
especially after I’d gotten a noseful of 
her lush scent. 

In any event, her shoe remained in 
place, even though her smallest toe was 
now visible. 

“I’m sorry. | didn’t catch that,’ she said, 
despite me not saying a word. 

“It doesn't smell bad at all. It’s lovely’ 

“What a relief. Shouldn't you be 
getting back to your work?” 

| did—or rather, | pretended to. Diane 
had finished her drink and was paging 
through a magazine, continuing her 
dangling in a perfectly blasé manner. 
| confess | was going a little crazy as | 
went through my show of pretending to 
fix wires that weren't there. | imagined 
myself covering the sole of Diane's 
naked foot with kisses, sucking her toes 


and gently nibbling her heel. 

The remaining four toes that held her 
shoe in place became three...then two. 
A moment later, it was only her big toe 
the shoe rode on. And then, suddenly... 
plop. The shoe fell to the floor, and | 
stared at it as though it had fallen out of 
the sky. 

“Well?” she asked, a little coldly. 
“Aren't you going to put the slipper back 
on Cinderella’s foot?” 

| stood and picked up the shoe with 
trembling hands. 

“On your knees,’ Diane said, as 
though she were making a suggestion 
for an amusing party game. “Put it on my 
foot with your cock between my instep 
and the shoe.’ 

Diane often did this kind of thing when 
we played, suddenly breaking character 
and introducing a directly sexual order. | 
didn’t hesitate; | unzipped my pants and 
leaned my middle toward her tensed 
leg, fitting her shoe onto her foot and 
thrusting my cock between them at the 
last moment. 

“Go on,’ she ordered. “Fuck my foot. 
You've wanted to all this time. Haven't 
you? Do it!” 

And | did. | pushed against her, my 
hips bucking excitedly. My balls were 
tingling, and in a matter of minutes, 
| couldn’t hold in my load a second 
longer. | felt myself gush, filling the poor 
shoe with hot Jism. 

“Oh-hh,’ Diane whispered. “Oh, you 
awtul thing, you ruined it!” 

She took the shoe from her now 
rather sticky foot, holding it up so | could 
see the ropey strands of my own come 
hanging from it. 

“Just look!” she scolded. 

| nodded, blushing hotly and 
whispering my apologies. But inside, 
| was glowing, enjoying an ecstasy 
that most, | suspect, wouldn't be able 
to understand. 

“| believe your website said you 
also handle shoe-cleaning in addition 
to electronics repair,’ she said, a 
mischievous smile brightening her 
face. “I hope so, because | have a very 
important date tonight, and | need 
someone to clean this filthy shoe” 

| told her | would be more than happy 
to be of service, which was true. 


-P.L., via email 


SISSY SLAVE 


ressing in women's 
clothes is my biggest 
turn-on. You could, in fact, 
Call it my greatest passion. 
The varied textures, the 
sweet smells, the sheer beauty of feminine 
attire all seem to unlock a whole secret 
world inside me. 

After my college classes were over for 
the day, | would make for my place and 
my secret stash of panties, dresses and 
makeup. Then | would strut before the 
full-length mirror in my bedroom, letting 
myself live for a while in the blissful fantasy 
| had created. Would | be a pretty blonde 
that day or a sultry brunette? Was | a stern 
female executive or a sweet, submissive 
girl-toy? | could be any woman | chose, 
and | loved it. 

It was while | was in college that | met 
Simone, who would become my girlfriend. 
She was a slim brunette with a taste 
for vintage styles and a quirky sense of 
humor. | was far luckier than most guys in 


my position. Simone didn’t just love me. 
She understood me and supported me in 
all sorts of ways. Adding to my collection 
of “pretty things” was never a problem 
with Simone by my side. She would take 
me out shopping as often as we could 
afford it. We'd come home with tons of 
goodies, and she would spend an hour 
or more making me up, painting my nails 
and dressing me in my new dainties. 
Sometimes we would simply sit together 
chatting, trading notes on fashion trends 
and whatnot. Other times we got into 
some fairly involved roleplay. Our friends 
had no idea of the secret life we shared. 
Most nights we were regular college 
students, going to clubs, concerts or ball 
games, but when we were alone together, 
we were like two completely different 
people. 

Simone brought a few of her own 
somewhat unconventional desires to the 
table as well. She loved a man in a dress, 
but she also took particular pleasure in 


him being submissive. In fact, she told me 
early on that as far as she was concerned, 
having a boyfriend and having a slave 
were one in the same. It certainly didn’t 
bother me. In fact, some of our hottest 
nights together were those in which | 
played her “sissy” 

We're still playing those games, and 
there’s one recent night | remember with 
special fondness. 

The school we went to was fairly small, 
so the various cliques tended to be fairly 
tight. Everyone seemed to know everyone 
else. One of our mutual acquaintances 
was a girl named Rachel, who everyone 
called Rani—the Hindi word for queen. 
She was really stunning, with long black 
hair and strong, gorgeous features. She 
liked to dress in black leather and drop 
hints that she was seriously into BDSM. 
Still, neither Simone nor myself ever 
considered her a good friend. She came 
off as a bit haughty, and her sense of 
humor could be rather cruel. 
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But Rani had really liked Simone—for 
her fashion sense, her awareness of 
various scenes and subcultures, and her 
personality. One day, about two years after 
graduation, when Simone and | were living 
together in a small apartment in New York, 
my girlfriend received an email from Rani 
saying she was planning a trip to the city 
and wanted to have dinner. 

“| doubt she even remembers me; | 
told Simone. 

“| actually hope she doesn't” Simone 
said, her eyes sparkling. “Do you want to 
have some fun?” 

Simone wrote back to Rani, saying 
she would love to have her over for 
dinner, which would be prepared by her 
live-in “sissy slave.’ Predictably, Rani was 
delighted. Even in college, she loved the 
idea of having a submissive under her 
heel. The next best thing would be to 
share Simone’s. 

So, we set a date and tore into making 
preparations. The dinner was no problem, 
as both of us loved cooking. All that was 
left was to turn me into the perfect sissy. 
We spent the entire afternoon before 
Rani’s arrival getting me ready. 

When we'd finished, | barely recognized 
myself. | was wearing a filmy negligee 
and cherry red pumps with criminally 
high heels. Simone gave me long lashes 
and a pursed rosebud of a mouth that 
seemed made for covert kisses. As a 
finishing touch, Simone trimmed my hair 
close to the scalp and fitted me with a 
new blonde wig, short and curly. With my 
elaborate makeup, | looked like a Kewpie 
doll version of Marilyn Monroe. | looked 
terribly innocent and absolutely delicious. 
Honestly, if it were possible, | would have 
taken myself to bed the minute Simone 
laid down her brushes and lipsticks and 
fucked myself silly. 

“Do | have time to jack off a little before 
her majesty gets here?” | asked, making 
my voice all breathy and sweet. “Just a 
little?” 

“No,’ Simone said sternly, turning 
me around so she could give my ass a 
disciplinary swat. “She'll be here soon, 
and | still have to dress. Go set the table’ 

As Simone had predicted, Rani was 
knocking on our door moments later, just 
as | was laying out the last fork and knife. 
Upon answering the door, | was startled 
by her physical appearance. Frankly, | had 
forgotten how hot she was. She seemed 


taller than | remembered, with the same 
heavy mane of jet-black hair and piercing 
green eyes. She was one of those women 
who give off an aura of being the boss. 

| would have happily removed her boots 
and kissed her feet then and there. 

She clearly didn’t realize | was Simone’s 
soft-spoken boyfriend from college. To 
her | was a total stranger, a cute cross- 
dressing submissive to play with, and she 
was enamored with me. 

“What's your name, sweetie?” 
she asked. 

“Her name is Dolly; Simone said 
promptly, click-clacking into the room 
on her tall heels. She spoke with a cool, 
authoritative tone to her voice. “Isn't it... 
Dolly?” 

“Yes, ma'am,’ | whispered, hanging my 
head Just a little with my hands carefully 
folded over my crotch. | did that to look 
more submissive, but also because | was 
sporting a giant hard-on. Simone had 
shown me how to tuck my dick, of course, 
so my erection was taped securely under 
my itching balls. But it was still swollen to 
uncomfortable proportions. 

“She's precious!” Rani said, practically 
drooling. 

“She’s OK;’ Simone said with a smug 
grin. “Go freshen up, and we'll eat? 

| had made a simple chicken dish with 
salad and wine. Rani wasn't particularly 
interested in the food, though she drank 
more than her share of vino. She kept 
the conversation coming back to how 
cute | was, talking about people she 
knew in “the scene” and how Mistresses 
So-and-So and Whatshername at this 
particular dungeon would just adore me. 
Same old Rani. 

All the while, | stood at attention beside 
her, refilling her glass and batting my 
eyelashes at her. Simone could barely 
control her giggles. 

“Have you ever been spanked, Dolly?” 
Rani purred. “On that pretty little round 
ass of yours?” 

“Yes, ma'am,’ | said, honestly enough. 
“Miss Simone spanks me whenever | don’t 
do my chores properly, which is often. 
She...she has a special way of doing 
it | added. | said that on the spur of the 
moment. | was really awfully turned on, 
and at times like that, inspiration tends to 
strike out of the blue. 

My remark was a big hit with Rani. 

She immediately had to know all about 


Simone’s “special” spanking method. 

“She makes me hold my...my ladydick 
in my hand, just like when | play with 
myself. And then when she spanks my 
ass, it kind of pushes my ladydick into my 
fist and rubs it...and rubs it until | squirt” 

| kept my eyes downcast and let a 
pretty blush creep into my cheeks. All 
this was maybe pushing it a little. Simone 
was having a hard time keeping a straight 
face. Rani, of course, was eating it up 
and demanded Simone demonstrate her 
spanking skills tout suite. 

But Simone had an even better idea 


“T wrapped my 
fingers round my 
shaft and cried out 
as Rani’s hand 
slammed against 
my rear.” 


and suggested, “Why don’t you do it, 
Rani, dear? After all, you’re the guest’ 
This, predictably enough, sounded 
great to Rani. | was told to undo my tuck 
and whip out my ladydick without delay. 
| wouldn't say I’m the best endowed guy 
in the world, or even the best-endowed 
sissy-slave, but my steadily growing 
excitement had definitely affected my 
hard-on. My cock, as it lay in my open 
hand, was nothing like the kielbasa-size 
dongs you hear about in porn stories, but 
it could definitely have given a decent- 
sized frankfurter a run for its money. 
“Show it to Miss Rani,’ Simone ordered. 
When | obeyed, our old classmate leaned 
forward until her warm, wine-smelling 
breath was driving me absolutely crazy. 
“So pretty,’ she whispered, and with 
that, she placed a tiny, teasing kiss on 
my swollen dickhead. | shuddered, and 
my balls felt like they were going to blow. 
My toes curled as much as they could in 
my tight red pumps. | arched my back, 
whimpering. 
Oh God, | thought in absolute panic. 
This ts it. l’m gonna blow my nuts. 


But | maintained my control—just long 
enough for the spanking to begin. | 
wrapped my fingers around my shaft and 
cried out as Rani’s hand slammed against 
my rear, once, twice, then a third time. She 
was pretty strong, and she wasn’t holding 
back, either. 

It was just as I’d described it. Each 
time her hand hit my ass, my cock jerked 
forward in my loose grip, rubbing against 
my sweaty palm. | longed to rub myself 
to climax, but as a good sissy-slave, that 
wasn't an option. 

“Spank her’ Simone urged, her eyes 
gleaming. “Spank her, Rani. She’s been a 
bad girl!” 

To my surprise, Rani then dug her 
fingers into my hips and turned me 
around, so my stiff cock was bobbing 
before her face. A moment later, she 
closed her soft lips around my dick and 
was sucking me blissfully. 

Simone and | gazed at one another— 
incredulous at first, then delighted. Then 
suddenly | had other things to think about. 
It turned out Miss Rani was a wonderfully 
talented cocksucker, and | was soon 
spilling my load into her mouth. 

“Oh my God,’ Rani whispered afterward 
as she grabbed a napkin to dab her 
lips. “Where did you find her, Simone? 
She's delightful” 

A few weeks later, Simone told me we'd 
received a thank you note from Rani. 

“She said she had the best time? my 
sweetie assured me. 

“Do you really think that’s true?” | asked. 

“Oh, who knows?” Simone grinned, 
easing back in her chair. “She sure liked 
your ladydick, though, that’s for sure. So 
why don’t you come over here and show 
me what's so special about it?” 

Well, | could hardly resist, could I? | 
mean, | am her devoted sissy-slave! 


—W.S., New York, N.Y. 


Some admire the sleek beauty of a 
leg encased in nylon or the delicate 
arch of a dainty female foot. Others 
get a charge from a well-placed 
tattoo, and some simply have a 
passion for panties. What fans your 
fetish fire? Tell us all about it. Send 
your letter to Penthouse Variations, 
28328 Witherspoon Parkway, 
Valencia, CA 91355, or email it 

to letters@penthouse.com. 
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DARK 
DESIRES 


Bondage and a blindfold unlock 
a woman’s secret passion. 


BY CARLY MARTINE 


hortly before the first day of spring, | took a vacation all by myself. | 
needed to stop thinking and stop worrying about men. | needed to be 
off on my own for a while to clear my head and my heart. A few bad 
relationships will do that to a girl. 

On day four of my trip, | sat at the bar sipping a colorful mixed 
drink, while | waited for my rare steak with fries. | didn’t think anything 
of the bartender looking at me. Guys looked at me all the time, and occasionally | 
looked at them. But | started to notice this man was different. He gazed at me like | 
was a puzzle he wanted to solve, not just a potential object of his flirtation. 

Putting my head down, | did my best to ignore the thought—and his dark stare. 
But by the time | was done eating, | couldn’t ignore it anymore. 

| waved him over, and he held up a finger. At first, | figured he was getting 
something for another customer, but it became clear that he was just making me 
wait. 

This drew a long sigh out of me. Another asshole. 

When he finally decided to come over, he wore a smug smile on his face as he 
asked, “What can | do for you?” 

His voice was deep and raspy and seemed to go right to the center of me. | 
hadn't been aroused by aman since | ditched dating apps a few months earlier, so 
the feeling sort of startled me. 

“You can get me another of these?’ | said, waggling the glass at him. “But you 
can also stop staring at me.’ 

“Was | staring?” the smirking bartender asked as he swiped his white cloth 
across the bar. 

“Yes, you were.’ 

“Sorry. Didn't realize’ 

| didn’t believe that for a second. 

| watched him make my cocktail. Watched those muscular forearms as he shook 
my drink and poured it out. It dawned on me that | was nervously shifting in my 
seat. There was a definitive thump, thump, thump throbbing inside my panties, as If 
my pussy was acting in concert with my heartbeat. 

He set the drink in front of me, cocked an eyebrow and asked, “You OK?” 

| nodded, not trusting my tongue. He had an air about him. Absolute self- 
confidence. A peaceful command of the room. A body that made me horny. It made 
me realize how long it had been since I'd been laid—and laid well. 

Too long. Way too fucking long. 

“You sure?” He leaned forward and was so close to me that | could smell his 
spicy cologne. “You seem kind of tongue-tied.” 

When he said it, he stared at my mouth. 

My mind supplied me with an X-rated image of him shoving his fat cock into my 
mouth—past my plump lips and over my tongue. But that was just the beginning. In 
a brief moment, | also imagined how he’d take me any way he wanted and however 
he needed. He'd leave me exhausted, yet still craving more. 
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| licked my lips without realizing | was 
doing it. 

“Hello?” he asked, attempting to grab 
my attention again. 

“Oh, sorry! I’m fine. Just a little 
distracted,’ | explained. 

“Drink up,” he said authoritatively. 
“That's your last one.” 

| looked at the clock and asked, “Is it 
closing time?” 

“No,” he said, shaking his head. 

“No?” 

He gave another head shake and 
added, “Last one because | want you to 
be totally aware and sober when | take 
you to my place.” 

| paused with the glass halfway to 
my lips. | wondered: Should | slap him? 
Laugh at him? Tell him off? 

Instead, | gave a short nod and 
sipped my cocktail. 

He wanted to take me to his place, 
and | wanted him to take me to there. | 
didn’t know what he'd do, but | wanted 
it all the same. 

| sat there nursing my drink, and 
when his shift was done, he told the 


other bartender he was taking off. He 
assured his coworker, “I’ll close out for 
you next time.’ 

Her dark eyes found me at the bar. 
She grinned as she told him, “Yeah, 
yeah. Have fun.” 

He touched the back of my wrist 
and just that subtle gesture was 
commanding. | shifted on the stool, 
feeling a fresh surge of need. 

“Ready?” he asked. 

| nodded. This was crazy, and yet it 
wasn't. | wanted him. My whole body 
spoke to me. 

His car was a nondescript sedan that 
smelled like pine air freshener. 

“My name’s Bruce,’ he said, putting 
his hand on my knee. The sensation 
skittered up my thigh and into my 
pussy. 

| barely managed to gasp out 
my name. 

“My place is close,” he said. “Right 
around this corner.’ 

His fingers moved ever so gently, and 
it felt like an erotic fire was coursing 
through the center of me. 


His apartment was on the top floor 
of a four-unit, walk-up building. My legs 
were shaking as | ascended the stairs 
with him. 

He flipped on the lights and shut 
the door to his place. Then he said, 
“Forgive me. | need to do this.’ 

Suddenly, his big hand was on the 
back of my neck, anchoring me. His 
soft lips met mine, and the kiss made 
my toes curl. When | responded in kind, 
he took a step in, closing the small gap 
between us, and pressed his hard body 
against me. My back was flat against 
the wall by the door, and his muscular 
frame nestled against my more delicate 
one. | also felt his cock, hard and long, 
pressing against my belly through my 
dress. | wanted this man so badly my 
brain was scrambled. 

| slid my hand down to find his 
erection and stroked it through his 
black pants. But he caught my wrist, 
circling it with his thumb and middle 
finger like a manacle. 

“No touching me? 

“No touching,” | echoed dumbly. 
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Stunned didn’t cover how | felt. 

“I'd like to play with you.” 

| looked him in the eye, gauging the 
situation, and felt only desire. | nodded 
in response. 

He ran his hand up the inside of my 
thigh all the way to the crotch. Then 
his fingers tickled my mound for the 
briefest second, and arousal flared hot 
and wet between my legs. 

“If at any point you want me to stop, 
just say pepper,’ he instructed. 

“Pepper?” 

“Pepper. No one accidentally says 
pepper, do they?” 

| shook my head. 

Bruce took hold of my wrists and 
led me deeper into his living room. | 
spotted a leather bench. He ordered 
me to sit, and | obeyed. 

“Are you afraid of the dark?” 
he asked. 

“No, not particularly.” 

“Good, he said, pulling a black 
blindfold from the drawer of a nearby 
table. 

He moved behind me and lifted up 
my hair. He tickled my nape with his 
fingertip, and a shiver coursed through 
me as if | was struck by a cold breeze. 
He nipped the side of my neck where 
it met my shoulder, and my nipples 
hardened instantly. Then the blindfold 
was Settling over my eyes, and the soft 
glow of his living room was gone. 

The absence of visual cues made 
me more alert. | listened intently for any 
movement. Then he was pulling the 
back zipper of my dress down, and he 
was tugging the garment gently over my 
head. | sat there in thigh-high stockings, 
my underwear and my ankle boots. 

“Octopi,’ he said. “Nice.” 

A blush crept into my cheeks. 

I'd forgotten my blue panties were 
festooned with hot pink and neon 
purple sea creatures. | hadn't any 
idea that I’d lose my dress in front of a 
stranger that the evening. Silly panties 
had seemed just fine. 

His fingertips were soon sliding 
in whirls and lines along the cotton 
covering my mound. | realized he was 
tracing the small animals to tease me. 
When he dragged his finger over my clit 
briefly, | hissed between my teeth. 

He took off each of my booties. Next, 
he slipped off my thigh-high stockings, 


taking his sweet time. All the while, my 
pussy grew hotter, wetter and plumper 
with all the waiting. 

| assumed he was going so slowly 
on purpose. 

Bruce slipped a finger into my 
panties, stroked my slit, and then deftly 
slid his digit into my cunt. 

He chuckled and added, “You're very, 
very ready to play.’ 

“Fuck yes!” | replied, impatiently 
bucking my hips toward his finger. 

His mouth was suddenly at my ear, 
and he whispered softly, “If you want 
me to fuck you—and you want to come— 


“T wriggled like 
a worm ona hook. 
My legs kicked out 

fretfully, but 
I remained 
his captive.” 


you need to not rush me and do as | 
say. If you can’t do that, then we should 
just stop here.’ 

The stern clip to his voice only made 
my predicament worse. My cunt was 
thumping with arousal, and | was 
desperate to climax. | wanted him to 
give me something that would take 
away the want and replace It with 
sweet relieving pleasure. 

“Take my hand,’ he said. 

| felt around for a moment until | 
found it. He helped me stand and 
yanked off my panties, then he settled 
me back down on the bench. 

Bruce stepped closer to me. | felt his 
heat crowding me and heard his zipper. 
It seemed as loud as a chainsaw and 
was followed by a rustle of fabric. 

“Open your mouth,” he said. 

| obeyed, and his hard cock slid past 
my lips. His shaft glided over my tongue 
and pushed so far into my throat that he 
briefly stole my breath. Just as | nearly 
lost it, he pulled free of my mouth. He 


rested his hand on the top of my head. 
Then he began an easy cadence, swiftly 
fucking my face. 

| squirmed, and my fingers 
automatically went right to my pussy. 

That earned me a sharp “tsk” from 
him, and he pulled his dick out of my 
mouth. He moved so suddenly that | 
swear | heard a pop, which nearly made 
me laugh. But truly there was nothing 
funny about our situation. 

Next, something soft but strong 
wrapped around my wrists, which were 
soon bound tight enough to distract 
me. My hands were in my lap, but | 
felt helpless. 

“Those slutty stockings of yours came 
in handy,’ he said. “No touching—me or 
yourself—unless | grant you permission. 
You hear me?” 

| nodded as he brought his hand to 
the back of my head. He returned his 
cock to my mouth. | moved with him, 
trying to anticipate how he wanted me 
to treat him. 

He pulled away again, and | sat 
there—blind, bound and waiting. 

| heard him in the distance. He was 
moving around. A lot of little sounds 
registered—and then nothing. 

The silence was deafening. 

| wanted to shout out hello, but 
| didn’t. | waited patiently. He was 
making me stew on purpose. | felt it in 
my bones. 

His hands were on me again, and his 
hot breath was on my neck. | shivered 
as he scraped his teeth along my 
exposed skin. | wanted to reach out 
and touch him, but my bound hands 
reminded me that | was to simply 
sit there and let him fondle me—and 
hopefully fuck me. 

He must have been on his knees. He 
was level with me as he held me. Next, 
he was pulling me up and moving me 
away from the bench. My hands were 
still bound, and | had to trust him not to 
let me fall. 

It was disorienting, that feeling of 
being in the middle of nothingness. But 
then he was holding me from behind, 
spreading my legs and coming up from 
under me with a short, sharp thrust. His 
cock was deep within me. He kept one 
muscular arm bound around my chest 
and another around my belly as he 
fucked me. His mouth was against my 
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ear, whispering dirty sweet nothings as 
| shivered in his embrace. 

| wasn’t touching my clit, and neither 
was Bruce. He was hugging me and 
pounding away at me from behind. | 
didn’t think there was any way | could 
come. However, excitement with an 
edge of fear had my mind and body in 
chaos. A sudden swift arousal started 
to course through me. | gasped, and he 
sighed. His teeth found my shoulder, 
and he bit me gently. When | moaned, 
he did it again a bit harder. 

“You like that little hint of pain. Don’t 
you, my slutty little guest?” 

Another moan slipped out of me at 
that moment. His cock rammed deep. 
His brisk, short jabs lifted me onto my 
toes. | felt as if | was floating, and the 
sensations took my breath away. | was 
overwhelmed by the shock of it all. 

He pinched my nipple, and a spark 
of pain slammed through me amid my 
small, dark world. The ensuing orgasm, 
which came on hard, stole my breath. 
Every time he drove into me, he slid 
along the swollen tender channel of my 
pussy. It was pure bliss. 

“That’s was good,’ Bruce said. “Now, 
let’s go lay you down.” 

| lifted my hands, as if | could feel my 
way. I’d briefly forgotten | was bound. 

He helped me onto a soft springy 
mattress and then pushed a pillow 
beneath my head. 

“You still good?” Bruce asked. 

| couldn’t tell where he was or where 
| was. | felt so exposed, and | wanted 
more. More him, more orgasms, more 
pleasure, more pain. 

“Yes,” | assured him. 

“Good.” 

He parted my legs and tied them 
down. My wrists stayed wrapped 
before me, bound by my stockings. 

“Put your arms up,’ he instructed. 

| raised them above my head and 
soon felt the weight of him on my 
belly and then my chest. He was 
straddling my torso, and next, | felt the 
slide of his hot cock along my lower 
lip. | licked it tentatively and hoped | 
wasn't overstepping. 

“That’s very good,’ he said. 

| was grateful for his reaction and 
parted my lips further. He slid the head 
of his cock inside my mouth. | licked 
and sucked him as best | could. | felt 
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him rocking against me as he fucked my 
face. Then he pulled back and grazed 
his spit-slickened cock across my chin. 
He moved downward and pinched one 
of my nipples hard enough to make 

me buck. 

“Shh, shh,’ he said, soothing me. 

He moved to the other nipple, 
pinching that one, too. Then his body 
was covering mine. His teeth scraped 
along my neck and shoulder, then he 
delivered thrilling bites that had me 
writhing. 

| mewled, making desperate sounds | 
knew he’d appreciate. | did my best not 
to be an aggressor. | hoped my patience 
would be rewarded, and finally it was. 


“Finally, he 
surrendered to 
his need. The 
noise he made 
was deep 
and animalistic.” 


Bruce smashed down on me, so 
much so that it was a struggle for me 
to draw a breath. But then his hand 
slipped between my thighs and guided 
his thick cock inside me. | savored the 
feeling of his rod entering me and how 
it filled and stretched me. 

| wriggled like a worm on a hook. My 
legs kicked out fretfully, but | remained 
his captive. He took hold of my bound 
wrists, and there was barely any space 
between our bodies as he fucked me. 

Bruce kissed me, stealing what little 
breath | had. | gasped as bliss built and 
tumbled inside me. | was one big nerve 
ending with pleasure guiding me ona 
path to ecstasy. 

| moved at his pace, mirroring his 
motions as much as | could, and joy 
continued to swell inside me. | clenched 
my pussy muscles around his driving 
dick, and he grew still for a moment. 
| wondered if he was considering 
scolding me for my boldness, but | didn’t 


care. lt all felt so good. 

Every time he thrust into me, our 
bodies pressed together. His hard 
angles repeatedly crashed into my 
soft curves, and the delicious friction 
was maddening. 

| soon came with a loud cry that 
he muffled with a rough kiss. Then 
he moved once more and untied my 
legs. He grabbed my thighs and hiked 
me up. Leveraging myself, | pressed 
my back against the mattress, and he 
pulled my pelvis closer. Holding me at 
that angle, his cock entered me again. 

My mind was clamoring. Was this a 
reverse wheelbarrow? Did it even have 
aname? Was it just instinct? 

But my brain stopped spinning 
when he hit his stride. He thrust into 
my growing wetness, pummeling my 
G-spot and the tender swollen flesh 
inside me. | clenched my muscles again 
and once more sensed his pause, his 
hesitance. Then he was fucking me fast 
and furious, his breath harsh and taxed. 

His fingers bit into the meat of my 
thighs as he anchored me. | moved 
slightly to take him, clenching my cunt 
again and again. 

Finally, he surrendered to his need. 
The noise he made was deep and 
animalistic. His body jolted against 
mine as | gasped. 

He emptied into me with a rush, and | 
felt the warmth of his cream flowing into 
and out of me almost simultaneously. 
He finally withdrew completely and 
surprised me by clamping his wet 
mouth over my fat clit. He flicked it over 
and over again with his tongue until 
by body arched like a bow and | was 
screaming out my pleasure. 

As my climax retreated, | lay there 
panting. The world was still dark, and 
my senses gradually came back to me. 

Had this all really started with a drink 
at a bar? | decided | should take solo 
vacations more often. 

My body thumped and ticked like 
a cooling engine as my pulse came 
down and the steady thud between my 
thighs eased. 

When Bruce took off the blindfold, 
the light was brilliant. | felt like a dopey 
smile was on my face. 

“You still good?” he asked, laughing. 

“Oh, I’m good,” | told him. “I’m very 
fucking good.’0+» 
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early a month ago, | 

first experienced the 
maddening joy of having 
my orgasm controlled 
by a beautiful woman-—in 
this case, my girlfriend Tammi. It’s an 
amazing experience to be brought to 
the very brink of an explosive climax, 
only to be gently but firmly pulled 

back, again and again, by a smirking 
domme. It can make the ultimate release 
incredibly intense. 

How did it start? 

Tammi had texted me at work, asking 
if | felt like being in bondage that night. 
Even though | was in the middle of a 
meeting, | barely gave it any thought at all 
before texting back: “Yes, please!” 

Honestly, it’s a rare night when | 
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don't feel like being cuffed, tied up or 
engaging in some form of fetish play 
with Tammi. BDSM is a big part of our 
sex life, and Tammi is, if anything, even 
more experienced with it than | am. She 
worked for some years as a dominatrix 
at a fairly well-known dungeon. By now 
she knows pretty much everything about 
my various fantasies and how to fulfill 
them. Up until recently, she had been 
focused mainly on impact play, like 
spanking or even the occasional bout of 
flogging. She knows | like it on the rough 
side, preferably followed by some hard 
fucking. But she could be subtle, and on 
that particular evening, I'd find out exactly 
how subtle she could be! 

After | responded to Tammi, she came 
back with another text: “Strip when Ur 


CONTROL FREAK 


home & wait 4 me on the bed.’ After a 
moment, a third message popped up: 
“Don’t fight it when | start on U” Then 
came a fourth, minutes later, as though it 
was an afterthought: “Don’t play w Urself 
til | get hold of U" It might have simply 
been that I’d been having a rough day, 
but something about those words really 
got to me. | was hardly likely to be jacking 
off at work, but being commanded not 
to? That was hot. And being told not to 
fight her. Well, that gave me chills. What 
can | say, the woman knows me. When 
| finally made it home, you can bet | was 
expecting something special—maybe a 
little of that flogging action I'd mentioned 
earlier or even a session with Tammi's 
favorite butt plug. 

| was late getting home. A meeting 


I'd been in had led to another, and then 
several conversations with a business 
development team. All during my drive, 

| thought about Tammi—her compact, 
busty figure and her strawberry-blonde 
hair. | wanted her hands on me like you 
wouldn’t believe. When | finally reached 
home, | was going nuts. | called for Tammi 
as | stepped over the threshold, but there 
was no answer. I'd seen her car parked in 
front of our building, but | saw no sign of 
her inside the place. 

The apartment was dark, and so was 
the bedroom. | stripped, just as | had 
been ordered to do, dropping items of 
clothing one by one on the floor. Was 
she watching me from the closet or the 
en suite bathroom? The idea got me 
hard, so | was seriously tempted to start 
fondling myself. But | remembered her 
instructions and kept my hands to myself. 
Then | stretched myself out on the cool 
bedspread and waited. 

| was pretty tired at that point. | must 
have dozed off because next thing | knew 
a soft, irresistible weight was pressing 
me down into the mattress. Needless to 
say, it was Tammi. She was wearing her 
favorite silk panties and nothing else. Her 
nipples were pink and erect, and | lifted 
my hands to cup her tits—only to have 
Tammi grab my wrists and push them 
down to the mattress. 

“Told you not to fight me,’ she purred, 
stretching up to cover my throat with hot, 
sucking kisses. “Didn't |?” 

It was like being trapped in bed by a 
gorgeous, horny vampire, and | loved it. 
This was the attention I’d been waiting 
for all day. At the same time, it kind of 
surprised me. This kind of sweet teasing 
wasn't how Tammi usually preferred 
to play, and it wasn’t really what I’d 
been expecting. 

Tammi reached down and groped 
under the bed. After a moment or two, 
she brought up a pair of padded cuffs, 
connected by steel chains. We'd had 
them for a while, but we hadn't made 
much use of them. As | said, Tammi 
prefers to get down and dirty while we 
play, using her own strength to subdue 
me. But the idea of being chained up had 
appealed to me from the moment Tammi 
had brought up bondage play. She swiftly 
secured my hands to the headboard. 

| started to ask her what she had in 
mind for us, but she laid a finger on my 


135 


136 


SN) WIDE WORLD OF VARIATIONS 


lips, silencing me with the gesture. 

“You just relax, mister,’ she whispered. 
“You've got quite a night ahead of you, so 
save your strength’ 

She had raised herself up onto her 
hands and knees, and then she was 
crawling backward, kissing my chest and 
nipples as she went. The gentleness of 
her mouth on my skin was delicious. | 
wanted more, but Tammi seemed all too 
aware of the effect she was having on me 
and was in no hurry to get me off. She 
was the mistress, after all, and | knew 
better than to beg her for favors. 

“At least you didn’t jerk off? she said, 
reaching out to gauge the hardness 
of my cock. “I can tell? | gasped at her 
touch. She wasn’t exactly being rough, 
but she wasn't gentle, either. My cock 
was incredibly stiff, and she worked it like 
it was a Joystick for some strange video 
game. When she began giving my rod a 
series of sharp squeezes, it was difficult 
for me not to cry out. Now this was a side 
of Tammi | knew well—the cruel mistress 
who liked to test my limits! 

Suddenly, she switched tactics. She 
lifted her thumb to her red lips and 
sucked it, then she grabbed my dick 
again, applying the wet tip of her digit 
to the underside of my crown. It was a 
delicate, ticklish feeling that quickly had 
me jerking and twisting on the bed. It 
was far more pleasurable than her earlier 
squeezing and pulling, but | knew it could 
be just as torturous. Next, Tammi grabbed 
a bottle of lube from the nightstand 
and upended it over my cock. She let a 
stream of translucent goo dribble over my 
meat. When she applied her thumb to it 
once again, the sensation was even more 
devastating. 

But | had no control over Tammi’s 
hand. No matter how hard | strained 
against the fiendish itch of her lubed-up 
digits, | could never press hard enough 
to spark the orgasm | so badly wanted. 
The faster she rubbed me, the more 
deliciously agonizing tt felt. 

And it was about to get worse. 

“Now I’m gonna do your balls,” Tammi 
announced. She licked her lips, and my 
eyes fixed immediately on her mouth. | 
had no doubt she was taunting me with 
the sight of her tongue. 

The bottle made a slurping sound as 
Tammi squeezed even more lube onto 
her open palm. She gave me a wink as 
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she rubbed her hands together, getting 
them good and slippery. | bit my lip, half 
in eager anticipation and half in dread. | 
had an idea of what was coming up, and 
| knew tt wouldn’t yet involve any relief for 
my aching cock. 

If she’d only go back to the rougher 
stuff, | thought. If she would flick my 
balls with her thumb and forefinger, 
even just once, it would be preferable to 
being teased in that way. It might even 
give me a jolt comparable to a mini- 
orgasm. A good hard squeeze to my 
nads would be even better; | knew for a 
fact | could come from that. | had once 
before on a night when Tammi had been 
especially aggressive. 

But what could | do? It wasn’t my 
place as sub to beg for mercy or 


“T was pushing so 
hard and fast I 
could hear my dick 
squelching in 
her wetness.” 


favors. And before | could take my line 

of thought further, Tammi had begun 

the anticipated teasing. She took my 
dickhead between the thumb and 
forefinger of one hand and lifted it high, 
then pressed it back against my belly, 
exposing my scrotum. To this she applied 
the fingertips of her other hand, rubbing 
ever so lightly, so my balls slid and rolled 
in their envelope of skin. 

| gasped and bounced my ass. | 
couldn’t help it, even when Tammi told 
me to stop. 

“What's the matter, baby?” she cooed. 
“Don’t you like it? | thought all guys loved 
having their balls played with,’ 

“l...1 do,’ | croaked, my back arching. 
Her touch was driving me crazy. 

My cockhead felt like it had gone 
incandescent, just waiting for my load 


to come blasting out of it. But Tammi 
wasn't about to give me that satisfaction. 
“It's just...just...” 

“Just what, baby?” she whispered. 
Her eyes were locked on mine. | could 
tell she was fascinated by the ordeal she 
was putting me through. Fascinated, and 
probably as turned on as | was. “What is 
it? Tell me,’ she cooed. 

“| can't come; | whined. | felt small 
and helpless, which is no doubt what 
Tammi intended. Don’t get me wrong. It 
was good. But have you ever wanted to 
explode more than anything else in the 
world without having any way to do it? 

“Oh, you wanna come? Is that what 
you want to do?” Tammi released my 
balls and rose on her knees on the bed. 
A moment later, she had worked off her 
panties. | knew her cunt was wet. | could 
smell the lovely, oceanic scent of her 
juice. | wanted badly to touch her pussy, 
to bury a finger in it. 

But then she was climbing on top of 
me, letting my cockhead broach her lips. 
With exquisite slowness, she impaled 
herself on my spike. Then she began to 
ride me. It felt amazing. There was no 
delicacy now, no teasing. But Tammi was 
still the one in control. Her weight on me 
kept me helpless, and the cuffs reminded 
me of my place. Her inner muscles were 
holding my cock in an iron grip. No matter 
how | tried to push, my ability to control 
my own climax was limited. 

“Now, Tammi growled, and suddenly 
her clutching cunt loosened. | was 
pushing upward as hard and fast 
as | could manage. | heard my dick 
squelching in her wetness. It was so 
good | could hardly stand it. 

“Do you like it, baby?” she panted as 
she bounced on me, taking every inch of 
my cock. “Do you like it?” 

“| love it,” | said in a whisper. 

In the next instant, Tammi was gripping 
my dick again, her vise-like pussy 
seriously curtailing my plans for an 
orgasm. I’m telling you, | nearly cried. 

“Don’t forget who's in charge; she 
whispered. And with that, her pussy 
loosened again, and | exploded. | never 
forgot how sweet it felt, and | never forgot 
Tammi’s words. 

She’s in charge, all right, and | wouldn’t 
want it any other way. 


-R.W., Fargo, N.D. 


DARING DESSERT 


y friend Jasmine invited 

me out with her for 

dinner, so | put on 

a brand-new dress 

and joined her. The 
restaurant was having a special tasting 
menu, though | wound up being part of 
the meal! 

As we nibbled, we chatted about 
dating, and | confessed It had been quite 
a while since I’d had sex with someone. 

Jasmine looked shocked and said, 
“Well, | can fix that” 

She dropped her fork under the 
table. At first, | thought it was an honest 
mistake—a clumsy moment from my 
usually poised pal. 

“Oops,” she said with a twinkle in 
her eye. 

Her exaggerated look of sheepishness 
was a Clear sign that the move was 
anything but an error. 

Before | could react, Jasmine dove 
beneath the table, which was covered 
by floor-length linens. The next thing 


| knew, she was skimming her nimble 
fingers over my ankles and up my calves. 
Her digits danced behind my knees 

for a bit, gently awakening all of the 
nerves beneath my skin, then she skated 
upward, dragging her expertly manicured 
nails over my inner thighs. 

| gasped when she reached the tops 
of my legs. She massaged me with her 
thumbs, edging dangerously close to my 
crotch. | hadn't worn panties, a fact my 
friend would soon discover. 

My eyes darted around nervously. I’d 
never had sex in a public place before, 
though | have to admit | was incredibly 
intrigued. 

Jasmine slipped her fingers along 
my slit at the exact moment my eyes 
connected with those of our waiter. 

He walked toward our table. | tried to 
subtly get my friend’s attention to stop 
her, but she didn’t respond to my cues. 
Our server reached my side at the exact 
moment Jasmine first grazed my clit. 

“Is there anything | can get for you?” the 


waiter asked courteously. 

The second | opened my mouth 
to respond, Jasmine tickled my clit 
more directly. 

“I-oh!” | gasped. 

| grabbed my water and took a sip, 
desperate to cover up my awkward 
outburst. Meanwhile, Jasmine had 
pushed her face between my thighs and 
was lapping at my clit, her tongue making 
swift and steady strokes. 

Despite the sensations raging 
between my legs, | managed to take 
a breath and respond to him without 
moaning like a porn star. 

“Not right now. I’m good. Thank you,’ 
| said. 

Keeping the sentences short was key. 
Trying to express even one more syllable 
might have been dangerous. 

Fortunately, the waiter walked away, 
and | was alone at the table again. Well, 
sort of. Jasmine was playing between 
my legs, and it was getting harder to 
contain my reactions. Who knew my 
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friend was a master at eating pussy? Her 
tongue fluttered against my clit, eliciting 
sensations that made my toes curl. 

When an urge to hum with pleasure 
hit me hard, | took a tiny bite of food, 
hoping any diners in my midst would 
simply assume | was really enjoying my 
meal. In a way, | was. The evening was 
the most fun I’d had in a while—from the 
stimulating conversation I'd enjoyed 
earlier, all the way through my best 
friend pushing me toward an incredible 
orgasm—all without me ever having to 
leave the table! 

Next, | felt something hard slip inside 
my pussy. That was followed by a subtle 
rumble that made me buzz from the 
inside out. There was no doubt the small 
item in my pussy was a vibrator. 

After laying a few more tongue-twisting 
kisses against my clit, Jasmine pulled 
away and slipped right back into her 
chair as if nothing had happened. She 
held up her fork in triumph—as if that 
cover story fooled anyone. | also saw a 
small wireless remote tucked into her 
other fist. | couldn’t believe she’d been 
carrying a sex toy in her purse! 

“I can be such a klutz!” she 
said playfully. “Did | miss anything 
good, Evie?” 

Jasmine’s eyes glittered. She loves 
a shared secret, and this was our most 
scandalous yet. 

“Well, | did enjoy a surprise course that 
was utterly to die for,’ | replied. “Maybe 
later you'll get to sample something 
similar, too-” 

Jasmine cocked an eyebrow and said, 
“| certainly hope so.’ 

She tucked the hand holding the 
remote under the table, but she clearly 
didn't let it go. Instead, she raised the 
vibrations of the toy to such an intensity 
that | nearly shot out of my seat. 

Desperate for some privacy and some 
sweet relief, | looked at Jasmine and said, 
“I'm headed to the restroom. Will you 
join me?” 

“With pleasure’ 

The buzzing inside me escalated 
again, and | popped up from my seat like 
a steaming toaster pastry. Of course, 
Jasmine smiled wickedly. She knew what 
she had done, and she loved watching 
my reactions. 

“Someone’s in a rush to visit the 
powder room,’ she teased. 
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| would have countered with a 
comeback, but the vibrator began to 
pulse. 

Desperate for release, | made a beeline 
for the bathroom, while Jasmine trailed 
behind me. Turns out it’s awfully hard to 
run when you're being massaged from 
the inside out! 

When | finally reached the single 
occupancy restroom, | tore open the 
door and ushered Jasmine inside. 

“Get in, you wicked wench)’ | teased. 

Jasmine scurried inside. 

“Someone's feeling spicy,’ she said. “I 
like it” 

The second | closed the door, Jasmine 
was on me. She aggressively skimmed her 
hands from my hips to my waist. 


“T pulled my fingers 
from my pussy and 
sucked each of the 
juice-glazed digits 
into my mouth.” 


“I’m so glad you wore a dress tonight,’ 
she said. “Makes it so easy to take what 
| want?” 

One of Jasmine’s hands moved down 
to my thigh and lifted my dress. Maybe 
it was my imagination, but the buzzing 
from the toy suddenly seemed louder. 
| watched her intently, and my breath 
caught in my chest as | wondered what 
Jasmine would do next. 

“You have such a sweet pussy,’ 
Jasmine murmured. “Do you know 
that, Evie?” 

My tongue felt too thick in my mouth to 
respond with words, so | nodded instead. 
“Do you like the taste of your pussy?” 

Jasmine asked. 

| nodded again. | love licking my fingers 
after a good self-love session. The taste 
of my juices is a uniquely satisfying flavor. 
| wondered if Jasmine’s box would taste 
as good. 

“Show me how you love it,’ Jasmine 


demanded. She lifted my dress higher. 
“Dip your fingers into your pussy and 
then taste yourself” 

| hesitated for a moment. There was 
something so raw and intimate about the 
request. | found I’d developed a bit of 
stage fright. 

“Come on, Evie; Jasmine cajoled. 
“Show me how you love yourself” 

| snapped back to reality, and | realized 
that, yes, | really did want to please 
Jasmine. 

Normally, | would lick my fingers first to 
get them nice and wet, so | could easily slip 
them inside myself. But Jasmine had me 
dripping already, so extra lube was wholly 
unnecessary. | felt even more moisture 
seeping from my core. The overflowing 
honey dripped down my thighs, glossing 
my skin with the sweet liquid. 

| dove right in. The tips of my fingers 
bumped up against the cordless bullet 
vibe nestled inside me, and that nearly 
sent me over the edge right then 
and there. 

“Oh fuck,” | moaned. “Fuck! 

Fuck! Fuck!” 

As | threatened to spiral off into 
orgasmic oblivion, she warned, “Easy 
there, girl. I'm not done with you yet? 

She rested her hand on my wrist, the 
one that was attached to the fingers 
buried inside my snatch. 

“| still want to see you taste yourself? 
Jasmine insisted. “Take your fingers 
out of our pussy and put them in your 
mouth. Now.’ 

Jasmine's always had a strong 
personality, but I’ve never known her 
to be so domineering. | quite liked it, 
actually. Her persistence was incredibly 
sexy and put my libido into overdrive. 

But | couldn’t afford to get lost 
in thought. Jasmine was waiting for 
me to take action, and my sexy bitch 
meant business. 

| pulled my fingers from my pussy and 
sucked each of the juice-glazed digits 
into my mouth. 

“Is that good?” she asked. 

| nodded and made a yummy 
noise: “Mmm.” 

“Very good,’ she said. “But easy now.’ 

She wrapped her fingers around 
my wrist and removed my digits from 
my mouth. 

“Don't be too greedy,’ she chided. “I 
want some of that sugar.’ 


That’s when she kissed me. It wasn't a 
quick peck either. It was a long, probing 
kiss. The kind where your tongues get 
so tangled together that your essence 
begins to blend and after a while, you 
both start to taste the same. 

A knock sounded on the door, causing 
Jasmine to break our lip-lock. 

“Just a minute!” she called out. Then to 
me, she whispered, “We will not be just 
a minute’ 

She shimmied down my body, landing 
in a squat that put her face perfectly level 
with my crotch. 

“Do you think they can hear us?” 
she asked. 

“| hope they can,’ | responded. 


It was true. | wanted people to 
know that a gorgeous sex goddess 
was making me come right there in 
the restaurant. 

| held up my dress as Jasmine 
wrapped her lips around my clit. 

“Oh God! Oh Jasmine!” | groaned. 

Between her lips, her tongue and that 
blasted bullet sitting inside my channel, | 
was already teetering on the edge of an 
earth-shattering orgasm. The sensations 
overwhelmed me. Before | knew it, | was 
hurtling headfirst into the abyss, shaking 
and shouting so loud everyone in the 
dining room must've heard me. 

When | finally came crashing down to 
earth, | realized Jasmine had removed 


the bullet from my pussy. She stood and 
laid another kiss on my lips. Then she 
pushed the vibrator into my mouth, giving 
me another intoxicating taste of my own 
honey. 

“Here’s what we're going to do,’ she 
said. “You're going to use your lips, teeth, 
and tongue to push that bullet into my 
pussy, then we’re going to go out there, 
pay our bill, and I’m going to take you 
home with me.’ 

Who could argue with such a delicious 
plan? | eagerly followed every instruction 
to a “T” and was rewarded handsomely— 
all night long. 


-E.L., Miami, Fla. 
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ecently, | was feeling low 
after I’d broken up with a 
boyfriend. My phone rang, 
and when | answered it, 

| found Gary was on the 
other end of the line. He was originally a 
buddy of my brother's, and we'd gone out 
for a while, then wandered off to play with 
others. | smiled when | heard his voice. 

“Hey there, pretty. | thought I'd call 
because | was just talking about you’ 

| felt a blush rise in my cheeks and heat 
flooding lower in my body. 

“And what were you saying?” | asked. 

“What a dirty fuckin’ girl you were,’ he 
replied. 

“Totally true?’ 

“I'm in your neck of the woods this 
week. My friend Sam is with me, and 
we're both...hungry.’ 

“Well, there’s a great Thai place near me,’ 
| said, just to fuck with him. | knew exactly 
what he meant. “They make amazing 
drunken noodles’ 

“Hmm,’ he said. “Maybe after the sucking 
and fucking, we can do that. We'll see. | do 
like a good noodle dish? 

“When?” | asked, suddenly horny. 

“Tomorrow night? We have a rental until 
Monday. Big bedrooms. Lots of privacy?’ 

| grinned despite myself and responded, 
“Give me the address. I'll be there. Any 
clothing requests?” 

“None}’ he said, which made me laugh. 

“That will have to wait for when I’m 
there. | don’t want to get arrested on 
the way.’ 

He agreed. But the following evening, 
| did the next best thing. | showed up 
in nothing but a long wool coat and 
boots. When Gary let me in, | did a little 
twirl, untied the coat’s sash and began 
unbuttoning it slowly. (I'd also packed a 
dress in my car—just in case we did decide 
to go out for eats.) 

Before | was done with my show, Sam 
entered the room. He was short and stocky, 
while Gary's tall and lanky. They looked like 
partners in crime in some movie caper. 

| wasn't shy, so | kept going with my 
striptease. Hitting the last button, the 
roomy coat swung open. | let it drop, 
standing there in nothing but my knee- 
high black leather boots and a smile. 


“Very nice to meet you,” Sam said, 
sounding gobsmacked by the sight of me. 

Gary was laughing at his pal’s reaction as 
he said, “I told you she was a wild one.’ 

Sam shook off his stupor, took my hand 
and kissed the back of it. That gesture 
made my pussy flood with excitement and 
heat. 

“Oh, what a gentleman,’ | cooed. 

“Indeed. He’s the gentlemanliest’ Gary 
teased. “Want a drink, sweetheart?” 

| did. He gave me a glass of Merlot, 
and | followed them into a room that was 
decked out for someone's fantasy. Was it 
Gary's or Sam’s? Or both? 

No matter. It was now mine. 

There was a medical exam table with 
stirrups and a bright, bendable exam light. 
The table even had a crinkly paper cover, 


“Sam lost it first, 

shooting his load 
across my tongue 

and lips, and the 
sight did Gary in.” 


which amused me. There was a rolling stool 
right in front of it. 

| was super excited. 

“So, boys,’ | said. “Who's the doctor?” 

“| am,’ Gary said. He ran his finger up my 
spine, and my whole body broke out in 
goose bumps. My nipples were erect, and 
my pussy tingled. 

“But | am, too,’ Sam said. “A consulting 
physician,’ he added, sounding proud of his 
make-believe title. 

| hummed softly in approval and felt 
some moisture flow from my pussy. | was 
very, very horny. 

Gary held both of my wrists and said, “I’m 
going to need you to take off the boots. 
Please put on the gown, opening toward 


PLAYING DOCTOR 


the front, and hop on the table. Feet in 
the stirrups’ 

His tone had switched to a crisp 
professional one that made me squirm. 

“Of course.’ | set down my wine and did 
as he asked. | lay back, and the gown fell 
open, exposing me fully. 

Gary pulled ona short white coat and sat 
on the stool. He rolled up to me, and | felt 
his hot breath on my pussy. 

“Can you spread your legs just a bit 
more, miss?” Gary said as he gently tapped 
the insides of my thighs. 

My cunt was turning into a river. | did as 
he asked. 

| heard some rustling behind me and 
then Sam stepped into view above my 
head. Even upside down, he looked hot. 

Below my waist, Gary was stroking his 
hands up my inner thighs. He framed my 
mound with his fingers, a gentle touch 
which had just enough pressure behind 
it. His chaste, professional hands were 
somehow the most arousing part. But he 
soon turned up the dirty. His fingers slid 
over my mound, then his whole hand 
covered it. 

“Let’s just check this,’ he murmured, 
parting my pussy lips. | gasped, and he said 
to Sam, “Maybe you could help her relax? 

| would have laughed, but | was too 
turned on by it all. Gary’s fingers explored 
my folds and then he dragged them over 
my clitoris. 

Sam started drawing circles around my 
nipples with his fingertips. When | moaned 
softly and raised my hips, Gary pushed 
them down and soothingly said, “Shh!” 

| looked up at Sam and saw he was 
smiling as he pinched my pale pink nubs. 
Then | felt Gary’s wet tongue drag across 
my slit and nudge my clit. He worked my 
button expertly, and my pleasure grew. 
Thrilling warmth spread from my crotch to 
the rest of my body. 

“Is this helping?” Sam asked, as he 
delivered another sharp pinch to each of 
my nipples. 

“Yes,’ | blurted out. “Yes, yes!” 

Gary pushed some fingers inside my 
cunt. Two or three, | couldn't quite tell. 

“Just some gentle pressure,’ he mumbled 
as his lips were up against my pussy. 

My cunt was so wet that his fingers slid 
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in and out of me easily. They curled deep 
within me, nudging my front wall. His teeth 
scraped and nipped at my clit, then he 
soothed the stinging flesh with his tongue. 
Sam continued to pinch my nipples, and 

| soon came. My body trembled with the 
force of my orgasm. My climax was sudden 
and strong, and my whole body felt weak 
in its aftermath. 

But | didn’t get a chance to recover 
because Gary didn’t let up. His lips sealed 
around my clit, and his plunging fingers 
penetrated me. | grabbed the sides of the 
table. Sam leaned over me from above and 
sucked one of my nipples into his mouth. 
He teased it with his tongue before moving 
to the other. 

Meanwhile, Gary’s fingers plumbed my 
depths, and his tongue was a whirlwind 
on my clit. Sensations coursed from my tits 
to pussy, and they overwhelmed me. Sam 
bit one nipple gently. Pleasure flooded 
me, and my body shook with the force of 
it. Then all of a sudden, Gary pushed back 
from the table, wiped his mouth with his 
sleeve and addressed his “colleague” in a 
serious voice: “I think you should examine 
her, too. Just to make sure we're on the 
same page.’ 

Sam moved toward the end of the table, 
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and | spied his erection tenting his pants. 

| heard the jingling of his belt buckle, the 
rasp of a zipper and a swish of fabric as he 
freed his cock. He tested my cunt with a 
finger, making me tremble. 

“You seem to be well lubricated” Sam 
said. 

Gary rolled to the head of the table on 
his stool. His cock was free and in his hand, 
and he was stroking himself. 

| lost my focus because Sam was 
touching me. His fingers dragged along 
my mound, then he plunged his rod deep 


“He hissed and 
slammed into me 
once more and then 
his warm cream 
filled my rear.” 


inside me. His thick cock stretched and 
filled my cunt. | squirmed against the 
crinkly paper beneath me. His dick thrust 
deep, perfectly pummeling me. His thumb 
found my clitoris, and my body jolted like 
it was hit by a bolt of electricity. | groaned 
and shut my eyes. His thumb continued 
its work, pressing harder this time as he 
stroked me. 

| raised my hips, wanting more of his 
touch and more of his rod. | was so close to 
coming again | could hardly stand tt. 

As Gary teased my nipples, | reached for 
his dick. He stood beside the table, so | was 
able to turn and take his erection into my 
mouth to lick and suck him. The table was 
the perfect height, and I’m sure the boys 
planned it that way. 

Gary’s cock glided back and forth along 
my tongue as he fucked my face. At the 
same time, he continued caressing my tits. 
His touch so gentle it was like butterflies 
fluttering against my skin. 

Sam spread my thighs wider, holding 
my knees and pounding into me. The table 
squeaked and shimmied beneath us. 

| climaxed again, my body shuddering. 

Gary moved, and Sam pulled free of me 
to take the spot vacated by his pal. Next 
thing | knew, | was licking my own savory 


juices off his massive cock. 

At Gary's urging, | lifted my feet from 
the stirrups. He pushed my legs back, 
and | grabbed my thighs. Next, his fingers 
probed my asshole, and | groaned. He used 
my own wetness to slicken up my back 
opening and ease the way for his dick. He 
pressed his cockhead to my rear hole. 

“You'll feel just a little pinch,’ he said. 

| laughed and then he was in me, fucking 
my butt. 

Sam was watching me as | lapped at his 
cock. My tongue darted frantically over his 
crown and down his dick. | licked his balls 
and tried to use my hands on his shaft as | 
slobbered over his sac. 

Gary took his time drilling my ass. But 
every time he drove into me, | groaned. His 
fingers stroked my clit, and | thought I'd die 
from pleasure. 

Sam was fucking my face, and | was 
trying so hard to keep up my oral caresses. 
But there no point. He used my mouth 
and took what he needed. His breath 
was harsh, his eyes dark, and he grunted, 
“Gonna come. Fuck, I’m going to come.” 


Gary moved faster and seemed to be 
turned on by his friend’s excitement, and | 
reached down to stroke my clit. 

Sam lost it first, shooting his load across 
my tongue and lips, and the sight did Gary 
in. He was a force, rocketing in and out 
of my willing ass as | fingered my clit. He 
slammed into me once more and then his 
warm cream filled my rear. 

And me? | had yet another blissful 
orgasm as | was caught between those 
two men. Turned out, we were Just getting 
started. 

They had the prescription for pleasure— 
and knew how to fill it. 


—L.Y., via email 


Have you had a torrid tryst? Has 

your fantasy come true or are you 

still planning out all the sexy details? 
We want to hear about it! Mail your 
story to Penthouse Variations, 28328 
Witherspoon Parkway, Valencia, 

CA 91355, or email it to letters@ 
penthouse.com. 
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